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REVEALER  OF  SECRETS. 


CHAPTER  I. 

AFTER  the  departure  of  Stanford,  old 
Bridget  re-entered  the  room ;  she  was 
proud  of  the  recovery  of  Hammond,  as  in 
part  she  attributed  it  to  the  good  effects 
of  her  nursing ;  and  in  the  quaint,  the 
provincial,  and  the  hacknied  expressions 
of  Bridget,  and  her  long  details,  Ham- 
mond had  derived  much  amusement — 
"  Well,  sir,  and  how  is  it  with  ye  by  this 
time  ?  Well,  bless  us  all !  only  to  think  of 
your  being  got  about  again !  to  be  sure  I 
did  think — well,  'tis  a  long  Jane  as  has  no 
vol.  in.  b  turning; 
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turning;  but  nothing  did  never  prosper 
laere  before,  and  that's  certain;  and  the 
very  night  as  I  first  sat  up  with  ye,  why 
I  did  see  the  '  Jack-o'-Lanthorn'  coming 
along  over  them  there  meadows  over-right, 
just  as  tho'  'twere  making  for  this  very 
house :  oh,  thinks  I  to  myself,  why  then 
'tis  all  over  *wi  un,  sure  enough." 

"  What !  that  is  a  bad  sign." 

"Why  you  see,  sir,  things  of  that  sort 
was  never  seed  in  these  here  parts,  as  I 
have  heard  'em  say,  till  Jack  as  builded  this 
house  made  away  tta  himsell;  'twas  on  the 
chimney  top  over -right  this  very  room  as 
we  two  be  now  sitting  in." 

w  Indeed !  and  what  occasioned  such  a 
horrible  catastrophe  ?" 

"  Laws  me !  I  don't  know,  he  had  been 
to  foreign  parts,  and  bought  all  the  black- 
amoors, and  things  of  that  sort ;  and  folks 
did  say  as  how  he  rode  over  sea  in  a  coach 
as  was  drawn  by  them  there  people  in- 
stead of  horses  ;  /  can't  tell,  for  my  part, 

but  so  they  do  say " 

«  What ! 
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'•What!  this  is  <  The  House  that  Jack 
built?" 

"  Aye,  sure  it  be ;  and  here  he  did  hang 
kissel f  directly  over  us ;  I  mind  it  as  well 
as    if  it  had  been    only  yesterday;   yes, 
'twas  over-right  this  very  chamber;  and 
here  in  the  winter-time,  and  in  the  dark 
nights,  the  folks  do  see  Jack  walking  all 
about  with  his  lanthorn,    all  about  and 
about  the  meadows  here.    Folks  say  there 
be  Jacks  in  other  places — may  be  so — I 
eaut  deny  it;  but  their  Jacks  be  not  this 
Jack  j  aye,  sir,  it  be  certainly  so ;  but  he 
seems   to   be  coming,   and   corning,  and 
coming,  but  never  the  nearer ;  'tis  ,  to  in- 
deed, for  I've  seen  him  my  sell,  and  a  ma- 
laneholy  sight  it  is ;  he  do  always  seem  to 
be  trying  to  get  to  his  house,  you  see,  and 
things  of  that  sort,  but  he  never  do  come ; 
hut  it  do  make  the  house  unluckv,  I  do 
r  ell  if  believe;   it  do  overlook  it  like,  and 
things  of  that  sort." 

She  then  reverted  into  a  long  list  of  my 

former  tenants,  interlarding  her  discourse 

s  2  with 
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with  "  things  of  that  sort"  (her  cant 
words)  and  giving  an  anecdote  of  one  in- 
habitant or  the  other,  as  it  occurred  to  her 
mind,  without  any  regard  to  order,  me- 
thod, or  connection— "  Ah  sure,  and  so 
there  was  that  fine  Miss  as  young  squire 
Daring  brought  down,  that  Miss  JRandwn 
or  Rambling,  or  what  they  did  call  her; 
why  in  the  midst  of  all  her  grandeur,  I've 
heard  em  say  as  how  she  could  never  be 
comfortable  nohow ;  she  was  always  un- 
coed;  strangely  uncoed  and  malancholy 
like;  but  there  somehow  she  did  put  a 
good  bold  face  upon  it  too,  when  that  the 
young  squire  came.  I  was  cleaning  the 
window  but  yesterday  as  ever  was,  and 
things  of  that  sort,  and  there  I  seed  her 
name  over  there  in  a  pane  of  the  glass ; 
she  did  write  it,  I  suppose,  when  she  had 
nothing  to  do ;  she  did  use  to  call  this  here 
room  the  dressing-room,  or  somewhat  the 
like  of  that.  Aye  sure,  here  it  is ;  look, 
see,  sir ;  I'm  sure  I,  should  think  Madam 
Dismals  servants  ought  to  have  been  well 

nigh 
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nigh  ashamed  of  themselves,  to  think  what 
a  condition  'twas  all  left  in :  as  to  Miss 
Carey,  I  would  have  been  bound  to  eat  all 
the  cobwebs  I  could  find  while  she  was 
liere ;  aye,  and  spiders  too,  for  the  matter 
of  that." 

Hammond  had  mechanically  walked  to 
the  window  at  Bridget's  bidding,  more 
from  listless  vacuity  than  curiosity ;  she 
rubbed  the  pane  of  glass  with  the  corner 
of  her  apron;  he  read  the  words — "  Bell 
Random ;"  they  had  been  cut  in  the  glass 
— he  read — he  started — the  writing  was  fa- 
miliar to  him — the  turn  of  that  R.  Oh  ! 
how  often  had  he  guided  the  hand  while 
it  had  made  the  letter !  He  looked  again — 
it  was  conviction — it  was  certainty  !  there 
were  some  initials,  only  initials  under  this 
name — Recollection,  heart-piercing,  heart- 
harrowing  recollection,  had  filled  them 
up !— It.  H. 
J.  H. 
Hammond  pressed  his  lips  on  these  four 
B  3  letters, 
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letters,  for  they  had  been  engraven  by  his 
sister !  he  shuddered  and  turned  pale,  he 
staggered  back  to  the  couch,  and  falling 
upon  it,  he  hid  his  face  with  his  hands ! 
His  sister,  his  lost,  his  degraded  Rosa — 
this  house  had  been  the  scene  of  her  infamy 
— this  room  had  been  the  witness  of  her 
self-accusation ! — Oh !  how  did  he  now  look 
round  upon  me !  at  every  sound  of  the 
evening  breeze  he  shivered — it  seemed  to 
whisper  M  ruined  Rosa !"  At  one  moment 
he  viewed  me  with  horror  and  loathsome 
disgust,  at  another  he  seemed  almost  t<^ 
expect  my  floors,  and  walls,  and  ceilings, 
to  inform  him  of  that  silent  wretchedness 
to  which  they  had  been  privy :  again  and 
again  he  looked  at  the  characters  on  the 
glass ;  and  even  when  night  came,  he 
would  not  suffer  old  Bridget  to  close  the 
shutters ;  and  when  morning  returned,  his 
first  look  was  fixed  on  the  pane,  while  he 
shed  tears,  the  first  he  had  shed  for  a  very 
long  period ;  they  softened  and  relieved  his 
heart — like  Roderic — 

"He 
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"  lie  liad  apt  v/ept  till  uow;  anil  at  the  tiut^h 
Of  these  first  tears,  it  seem'tl  as  if  his  heart, 
From  a  long  winter's  icy  thrall  let  loose, 
Had  open'd  to  tire  genial  influences 
Of  Heaven " 


At  this  moment  he .  could  have  takerr 
his  degraded,  his  repentant  Rosa  to  his 
arms,  and  have  acknowledged  his  own  er- 
rors, as  the  primary  source  of  her  derelic- 
tion from  virtue.- 

"  Laws,  sir,  you  do  look  at  that  there 
window  pane  as  if  there  was  a  meaning 
to  it,"  said  Bridget,  coming  in  soon  after; 
"  'tis  nothing  but  a  name  P 

"  That  includes  every  thing,"  said  Ham- 
mond. "  Where  did  this  Mr.  Daring,  that 
you  talk  of,  go  when  he  left  this  place  ?" 

"  What,  the  young  squire !  oh,  off  to 
London,  sir,  that  time  ;  but  I  did  hear  as 
how  that  he's  a  going  to  be  married  soon ; 
then  you  see  this  here  Miss  will  be  put 
away ;  may  be  she  is,  a  long  time  afore 
this," 

B  4  "  I  hope 
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"  I  hope  so,  I  trust  so,"  said  Hammond., 
with  feverish  and  emphatic  vehemence. 

Stanford  now  entered,  and  though  it 
was  a  painful  task  to  tell  the  discovery  he 
had  made,  yet,  in  part  to  account  for  his 
own  disturbed  manner,  and  that  his  kind 
friend  might  not  impute  it  to  any  improper 
impression  imbibed  from  his  monitions  of 
the  preceding  day,  Bridget  being  dis- 
missed, he  related  the  discovery  to  him. 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Stanford,"  said  Hammond, 
clasping  his  hands,  "  those  simple  initials 
have  spoken  volumes  to  this  conscience- 
stricken  heart !  they  tell  of  a  soul  not  yet 
devoid  of  shame  !  they  tell  of  still-remain- 
ing affection  for  a  brother  who  deserved  it 
not ! — Oh,  could  I  but  find  her  out !  could 
I  but  confess  my  sorrow  for  the  past! 
could  I  but  strengthen  her  hopes  of  the 
future !" 

"  That  may  still  be  in  your  power,"  said 
Stanford,  "  if  you  will  follow  the  advice  of 
your  friends,  and  try  to  keep  those  tumul- 
tuous 
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tuous  feelings  of  yours  under  some  control. 
Early  indulgence  was  the  bane  of  Daring ; 
I  have  been  told  that  he  might  have  been 
trained  to  better  things,  under  judicious 
tutors;-  however,  his  character  is  not  the 
subject  in  question  ;  he  is  lately  married,  I 
hear,  to  an  amiable  young  lady ;  poor  crea- 
ture! over  persuaded  by  her  friends,  no 
doubt ;  for  no  woman  of  delicacy  would 
have  made  such  a  choice.     I  believe — I 

fancy  your — I  believe  the "     Stanford 

did  not  like  to  wound  the  ears  of  Ham- 
mond with  the  fictitious  or  real  name — 
"  She  had  left  him  some  time,  and  was 
supposed  to  have  gone  into  retirement ; 
so  I  accidentally  heard." 

"  Oh,   happy,  happy,  blessed  tidings ! 
but  where,  when,  hozv  shall  I  find  her  ?" 

"  Such  a  pursuit  would  be  foolish,  and 
in  all  probability  without  effect,"  said  Stan- 
ford. "  If  she  has  seen  her  error,  trustjin 
a  good  Providence  to  bring  about  the  re- 
union, if  not  here,  hereafter!  And  now 
listen  to  me,  while  I  propose  some- 
b5  thing 
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thing-  for  the  future ;  but  I  hardly  dare 
hazard  it — you  may  spurn  at  it,"  He 
stopped,  and  paused  —  "  It  is  not  a 
tinker." 

Hammond  smiled;  it  was  a  sickly 
smile — "  Go  on,  my  dear  sir ;  oh  !  I  am 
sensible  of  my  own  miserable  pride." 

"  The  first  step  towards  repentance  is  a 
consciousness  of  error,"  said  Stanford  in 
an  approving  voice.  He  then  opened  his 
project.  He  had  within  a  few  days  been 
applied  to  by  a  friend  to  recommend  a 
master  for  one  of  the  national  schools,  on 
Dr.  Bell's '  system,  in  a  large  town  in  the 
West  of  England ;  the  stipend  was  equal 
to  the  maintenance  of  a  person  in  decent 
respectability;  a  house  was  attached  to  the 
school-room.  Stanford  described  all  the 
advantages  of  the  situation,  and  then  turn- 
ing  to  the  contrary  side  of  the  picture,  he 
mentioned  the  methodical  drudgery,  which 
would  be  indispensible,  and  which,  unless 
Hammond  could  compel  himself  to  submit 
to,  he  must  not  think  of  engaging  in  the 

office — 
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office — "  But  I  declare  to  you,  my,  dear 
fellow,"  said  Stanford,  "  that  I  think  such 
a  school  vrill  be  of  wonderful  utility  in 
educating  your  own  mind;  it  will  become 
sobered  down  to  reason;  you  will  no  lon- 
ger be  soaring  aloft,  but  will  be  bounded 
in  the  plain  circle  of  daily  duties ;  you  will 
feci  your  usefulness  in  society,  and  that 
without  any  inflated  ideas  of  self-import- 
ance, as  another  would  be  found  to  fill  the 
office  if  you  relinquished  it ;  you  will  have 
several  hours  of  relaxation,  when  you  can 
pursue  your  own  studies,  and  your  epic 
may  not  come  out  less  auspiciously — by 
James  Hammond,  master  of  the  national 
school  at " 

"  Oh,  talk  not  of  epics  !  Mrs.  Desmond 
has  completely  sickened  me  of  that  word.1' 

*"  Learn  to  distinguish  between  the  use 
and  the  abuse  of  a  thing,"  said  Stanford ; 
u  and  now  tell  me  what  I  shall  write  my 
friend?" 

"  Any  thing  you  like,  dearest  sir ;  alas ! 
I  cannot  speak  my  gratitude." 

b  6  My 
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My  readers  will  imagine  that  there  were 
many  arrangements  to  be  made  ere  Ham- 
mond could  be  settled  at ,  and  while 

these  were  concluding,  Mr.  Stanford  in- 
sisted on  his  becoming  a  guest  at  the  par- 
sonage; to  this  he  consented;  and  old 
Bridget  having  put  me  in  the  best  order 
she  could,  and  cleaned  off  the  cobwebs 
"  which  Madam  D  Is  mat's  servants  had 
left,"  I  was  again  consigned  to  silence  and 
solitude. 

Hammond  lingered  before  he  left  me, 
and  his  eyes  were  fixed,  with  an  expression 
of  mingled  anguish,  which  my  readers  may 
imagine  (but  which  I  cannot  well  analyse) 
on  the  pane  of  glass  which  had  first  told 
him  the  history  of  Rosa  Hammond,  in 
*  the  House  that  Jack  built."  As  he  stood 
before  the  window  as  if  rooted  to  the  spot, 
Stanford  had  entered  the  room  unper- 
ceived. 

"  Come,  Hammond,"  cried  he,  taking 
him  by  the  arm,  "  none  of  these  melan- 
choly 
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eholy  retrospections ;  the  past  cannot  be 
recalled  ;  the  future  is  still  in  our  power." 

Hammond  sighed  deeply  ;  his  straining 
eyes  were  still  cast,  with  "  longing,  lin- 
gering look,"  behind,  though  he  was  fol- 
lowing Mr.  Stanford ;  he  hastily  turned 
back  again — "  I  own  my  folly,"  said  he  : 
"  my  feelings  may  be  wrong ;  I  know  they 
are,  but  they  are  unconquerable ;  forgive 
me,  dear  sir — pity  me — indeed  I  cannot 
let  that  pane  of  glass  remain — I  cannot — 
must  not  let  the  memento  of  a  sister's  in- 
famy glare  thus  in  the  face  of  day.  In- 
deed I  cannot." 

"  What  would  you  do  ?" 

"  I  would  efface  it  thus,  and  for  ever !" 
said  Hammond,  as  with  a  vehemence  of 
action  corresponding  with  the  agitation  of 
his  voice,  he  put  his  fist  against  the  pane 
and  shivered  it  into  a  thousand  pieces. — 
u  There !  perish  for  ever,  this  disgraceful 
register  of  a  sister's  guilt — Oh,  Rosa,  Rosa! 
alas  !  brittle  as  that  glass  is  the  virtue  of 
woman !"  He  then  took  out  his  handker- 
chief 


14  THE  REVEALER  OF  SECRETS. 

chief  and  held  it  to  his  eyes,  as  if  ashamed 
to  expose  his  perturbed  countenance  to 
the  observation  of  Mr.  Stanford. 

The  good  rector  sighed — "  You  must 
moderate  these  tumultuous  feelings  of 
yours,  or  they  will  be  the  very  bane  of 
your  existence ;  I  will  take  care,  however, 
to  replace  that  pane  of  glass." 

"  Oh,  my  dear  sir,"  and  Hammond  pas- 
sionately seized  his  hand. 

"  If  I  dared  apply  the  words  of  scrip- 
ture where  they  are  not  warranted,  Ham- 
mond, I  would  say,  '  wThy  call  ye  me 
Lord,  Lord,'  &a  but  you  must  moderate 
the  emotions  of  that  disordered  mind  of 
yours.  Now  recollect  yourself  for  one  mo- 
ment, and  tell  me  if  the  characters  winch 
you  have  with  such  frenzied  violence  an- 
nihilated could  have  made  any  discovery 
to  one  individual  in  the  whole  world  be- 
sides yourself?  and  you  are  on  the  point  of 
quitting  the  place.  Of  the  residence  of  Bell 
Random,  the  whole  House  that  Jack  built 
could  testify,  the  surrounding  neighbour- 
hood 
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hood  could  declare,  but  the  simple  initials 
under  that  name  would  have  remained 
hieroglyphical  to  me  but  for  your  so- 
lution." 

"  Oh  that  I  too  might  have  remained 
ignorant  of  them!"  said  Hammond;  "would 
that  the  cause  had  no  existence!  brittle 
— brittle  as  glass  is  the  virtue  of  woman." 

I  shall  now  literally  turn  the  house  out 
of  doors,  for  what  is  there  in  solitary 
rooms,  in  closed  and  barred  windows,  to 
entertain  my  readers. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Stanford  became  more  in- 
terested in  the  character  of  Hammond,  as 
it  unfolded  itself  to  their  view,  on  the 
closer  intimacy  which  a  residence  under 
the  same  roof  naturally  occasioned.  There 
was  an  originality  of  thought  and  expres- 
sion about  him,  which  could  not  fail  of  at- 
tracting the  observation  of  intelligent 
minds ;  his  manners  too  were  tinctured  by 
it,  and  never  having  studied  the  graces  of 
courtly  politesse,  his  countenance  being 

the 
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the  index  of  his  thoughts,  and  even  his 
gestures  and  motions  being 

"  Above  the  fix'd  and  settled  rules, 
Of  vice  and  virtue  in  the  schools" 

at  one  moment  he  afforded  a  grotesque 
display  of  the  bitter  ascetic,  in  his  angular 
position,  his  rumpled  brow,  and  his  harsh 
asperity  of  countenance;  the  next,  kindled 
by  the  warm  glow  of  enthusiasm,  and  the 
intuitive  ardour  of  genius,  he  would  start 
up  in  an  attitude  which  a. Roman  orator 
might  have  envied,  and  deliver  his  senti* 
ments,  in  language  at  once  classical,  bril- 
liant, and  perspicuous ;  but  these  "  tran- 
sient scintillations"  of  the  full-fraught  ima- 
gination would  fade  as  suddenly  as  they 
had  emanated,  when  some  painful  image, 
some  associating  idea,  some  soul-harrowing 
reflection,  was  conjured  up  to  remind  him 
of  the  painful  past;  or  a  casual  look,  a 
word,  a  glance,  an  inference,  had  been  ob- 
served 
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served  by  him,  which  could  in  the  remotest 
way  be  construed  into  an  intentional  mor- 
tification of  that  irresistible,  that  impel- 
ling, that  overwhelming  pride,  which  had 
been  suffered  to  "  reign  without  control" 
in  his  tempestuous  bosom ;  then  he  would 
immediately  appear  enveloped  in  self;  his 
arms  folded,  his  eyes  bent  on  the  ground, 
he  seemed  to  resign  his  whole  powers  to 
the  miserable  musings  of  his  own  reflec- 
tions, as  much  unlike  the  being  he  had  ap- 
peared a  minute  before,  as  intelligence 
and  stupidity  are  unlike  each  other ;  but 
recovering  himself  as  quickly  from  this 
reverie  as  he  had  fallen  into  it,  brushing 
up  his  hair  in  an  hasty  maimer  with  his 
forked  fingers,  as  if  to  lighten  his  brain  of 
a  weight  of  oppressive  feelings,  he  w  uld, 
as  it  were,  impel  himself  to  the  part  of  the 
room  from  which  he  had  receded,  and  pour 
forth  a  torrent  of  eloquence  to  astonish  and 
entertain  his  hearers. 

From  the  benevolent  kindness  of  Stan- 
ford,   every    necessary   arrangement  war. 

made 
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made  for  the  removal  of  Hammond  to 
,  and  his  residence  there  in  the  capa- 
city of  the  parish  schoolmaster ;  and  this 
had  been  done  with  the  most  scrupulous 
attention  to  the  peculiarities  of  his  charac- 
ter ;  his  pride  was  not  wounded  at  having. 
his  obligations  drawn  out  in  array  before 
him ;  they  had  been  conferred  with  a  deli- 
cacy which  would  have  diminished,  in- 
stead of  increasing  their  value.  My  readers 
will  conceive  the  full  sensibility,  the  over- 
flowing heart  of  Hammond,  as  he  took  his 
leave  of  these  kind  and  generous  friends  ; 
of  course  my  being  present  at  their  parting 
interview  must  have  been  quite  out  of  the 
question ;  but  from  what  I  knew  of  the 
several  parties,  I  am  convinced  that  it 
must  have  been  an  affecting  one. 


CHAP- 
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CHAPTER  II. 


Do  not  my  readers  begin  to  think  that 
it  is  a  long  time  since  they  have  heard  any 
thing  of  Miss  Carey  ?  If  they  do  not  an- 
swer in  the  affirmative,  they  are  no  friends 
of  mine,  and  tlie  house  will  soon  be  too 
hot  to  hold  them ;  but  for  the  information 
of  those,  and  surely  they  must  form  a  large 
majority,  who  are  interested  in  the  fate  of 
Agnes  Carey,  I  will,  at  this  period  of  my 
own  blank  and  desolate  history,  indulge 
them  in  a  visit  to  Cheltenham,  and  a  peep 
at  the  amiable  Agnes. 

Miss  Carey  had  got  a  comfortable  house 
at  Cheltenham,  for  a  house  in  such  a  situa* 
tion ;  but  I  have  good  reasons  for  thinking 
that  in  her  heart,  she  yet  preferred  me, 
with  my  nickname,  and  notwithstanding 

all 
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all  the  queer  stories  which  were  attached 
to  me;  but,  alas !  I  may  be  wrong,  for 
self-love  is  an  universal  deceiver.  In  con- 
formity with  the  advice  of  an  approved 
physician,  Agnes  had  gone  to  Chelten- 
ham, and  she  made  it  a  duty  to  adhere 
with  the  utmost  attention  to  his  prescrip- 
tions ;  her  life  was  worth  preserving,  for 
she  felt  its  usefulness;  she  was  grateful  for 
its  smallest  enjoyments ;  afflictions  she  re- 
ceived with  becoming  patience,  and  bowed 
to  meet  the  storm,  remembering  that 
"  those  whom  God  loveth  he  chasten ctk." 
As  some  time  had  elapsed  since  Agnes  hadT 
appeared  in  the  world,  as  she  had  a  quick 
perception  of  the  ridiculous,  and  could 
smile  while  she  pitied  the  follies  of  others, 
she  was  not  without  amusement  at  Chel- 
tenham ;  and  on  the  crowded  walk  to  the 
Spa  of  a  morning,  she  saw  all  the  varieties 
of  character  which  are  to  be  met  with  on 
the  stage  of  life :  how  did  she  wonder  and 
in wardly  lament,  on  seeing  the  vanity,  the 
frivolity,  and  the  folly  of  her  own  sex,  who 

literally 
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literally  seemed  to  turn  out  of  their  beds 
in  order  to  exhibit  on  the  walks !  and  these 
were  called  females  of  fashion,  and  isxlU 
dressed  women :  the  very  men  who 
lounged  at  their  sides,  apparently  ena- 
moured of  their  charms,  were  no  sooner 
out  of  their  hearing,  than  they  made  the 
most  unqualified  remarks  on  their  scanty 
drapery,  and  attached  a  meaning  to  the 
modern  costume,  which  wTould  have 
shocked  these  unsuspecting  votaries  of 
fashion  to  have  had  suggested  by  their  bit- 
terest rival. 

The  connections — the  family — the  for- 
tune of  Miss  Carey,  independent  of  her 
own  more  intrinsic  attractions,  were  not 
overlooked  at  Cheltenham,  and  she  had 
60on  a  long  row  of  names  on  her  visiting 
list ;  some  called  on  her  as  being  formerly 
acquainted  with  the  Careys  ;  others  as  re- 
membering the  Rabys ;  as  county  neigh- 
bours— or  as  distant  relatives ;  some  as  old 
or  as  new  friends ;  while  those  who  could 
not  bring  any  one  of  these  claims  to  an  in- 
troduction, 
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traduction,  were  "  irresistibly  impelled"  to 
form  an  acquaintance  with  Miss  Carey. 

It  was  not  the  plan  of  Agnes  to  avoid 
society;  in  her  letters  to  Mrs.  Stanford,  she 
had  said — "  Whilst  I  am  sent  here  to  be 
cured  of  my  bile,  I  must  not  suffer  any 
symptoms  of  it  to  appear  in  my  conduct  or 
conversation ;  I  must  avoid  singularity, 
my  dear  friend ;  by  collision  I  will  rub  off 
those  angular  asperities  which  I  may  have 
been  likely  to  have  contracted  in  '  the 
House  that  Jack  built ;'  and  here  perhaps, 
I  shall  know  my  own  place  in  society  bet- 
ter than  I  do  with  you ;  you  lift  me  above 
myself,  and  I  am  in  danger  of  growing 
important  and  inflated ;  here  I  find  my- 
self classed  with  the  giddy  and  the  gay, 
(gaiety  and  Agnes  Carey  I)  and  the  dear 
friend  of  Miss  Carey  is  also  the  dear  friend 
of  the  next  painted  butterfly  that  exhibits 
a  transparency  on  the  walk," 

Without  the  imposing  air  which  wo- 
men of  avowed  (I  do  not  say  acfawzv- 
ledged)   talents    generally  assume,    Miss 

Carey 
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Carey  had  great  conversational  powers, 
and  though  they  were  not  of  the  kind 
which  could  set  the  table  in  a  roar,  though 
she  never  aimed  at  being  thought  a  wit, 
or  at  having  her  good  things  repeated,  yet 
her  lively  imagination,  and  pleasing  man- 
ner of  expression,  made  her  presence  very 
acceptable  in  a  small  party,  where  she 
could  be  properly  appreciated ;  but  such  is 
my  partiality,  that  I  think  she  never  was 
so  justly  estimated  as  when  with  me  and 
the  Stanfords.  I  once  heard  Mr.  Stanford 
apply  to  her  a  sentence,  which,  he  said,  he 
quoted  from  Mrs.  Frances  Reynolds,  the 
sister  of  the  illustrious  sir  Joshua,  the 
friend  of  Johnson. 

"  The  love  of  praise,  in  a  female  breast,  should  never 
transcend  the  domestic  sphere;  perhaps  the  most  per- 
fect feminine  mind  habitually  aims  at  nothing  higher  than 
an  exemption  from  blame." 

Northcotes  L>fe  of  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds. 

But  a  truce  with  this  egotising — "  The 
House  that  Jack  built"  has  nothing  to  do 
with  Cheltenham. 

"  Never 
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"  Never  shall  I  see  her  more 
Until  her  returning." 

These  are  something  like  the  words  of  an 
old  song,  which  my  walls  have  often 
echoed. 

If  Miss  Carey  had  intended  to  make 
Cheltenham  a  permanent  residence,  she 
would  have  avoided  an  indiscriminate  ac- 
quaintance ;  but  as  she  meant  to  stay  only 
a  few  months,  she  felt  that  she  should  be 
amused  by  mixing  with  the  various  cha- 
racters to  whom  she  had  been  introduced, 
and  that  she  should  get  some  entertaining- 
anecdotes,  with  which  to  enliven  future 
winter  evenings  with  the  Stanfords. 

Mrs.  Olive's  private  concert  was  the 
first  which  Agnes  attended.  Mrs.  Olive 
had  known  Mrs.  Raby  several  years  be- 
fore; and  as  the  beautiful  Emily  Beauclerk, 
the  only  child  of  her  father,  and  heiress  to 
his  fortune,  she  had  eloped  with  Carrol 
Olive,  a  young  cornet  of  horse,  who  had 
then  nothing  but  his  handsome  face  to  re- 
commend 
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commend  him.  But  Mr.  Beauclerk  for- 
gave and  died,  and  a  relation  of  Olive's 
died  also ;  and  because  he  had  been  called 
Carrol,  be  left  him  bis  fortune,  though 
very  distantly  related,  and  to  the  utter  ex- 
clusion of  numerous  Johns,  and  Josephs, 
and  Jameses,  of  much  nearer  affinity.  The 
Olives  had  moved  and  figured  in  the 
world  ever  since ;  if  they  had  not  saved 
any  part  of  their  income,  it  was  not  to  be 
expected  of  them  ;  the  property  of  the 
Olives  was  entailed  on  "  Carrol,  the  son  of 
Carrol;"  and  if  the  Beauclerk  fortune  had 
been  dipped,  the  two  Olives  wore  "  sweet 
girls,"  and  would  certainly  be  married  for 
their  beauty.  This  was  now  the  settled 
plan  of  the  Olives;  father,  and  mother, 
and  daughters,  were  all  in  the  secret,  Or 
appeared  to  be  so  by  their  conduct ;  only 
little  Carrol  was  in  the  dark,  and  he,  poor 
child,  was  a  little  puny  fellow  of  ten  years, 
the  heir  of  the  Carrol  estate,  and  in  a  fair 
way  of  being  nursed  to  death;  if  he  died 
before  he  attained  the  age  of  twenty-one, 
vol.  in.  c  the 
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the  estate  after  his  father  would  go  to  a 
Carrol  Crowdy,  about  an  hundred  degrees 
farther  off;  and  in  consequence  of  that 
elause,  "  the  winds  of  heaven"  were 
scarcely  suffered  to  blow  too  roughly  on 
the  infant  heir. 

Miss  Carey  had  been  desired  to  come 
early,  "  Because  then,"  said  Mrs.  Olive,  "  I 
can  enjoy  a  little  of  your  conversation,  be- 
fore the  company  arrive  or  the  concert  be- 
gins ;  and  any  body  allied  to  the  Raby  fa- 
mily, who  were  the  friends  of  my  dear  la- 
mented father,  must  obtain  a  warm  place 
in  my  regard." 

Agnes  bowed;  this  was  a  stock  speech 
of  Mrs.  Olive's,  who,  in  her  intercourse 
with  the  world,  had  occasion  for  a  vast 
many  of  them,  and  whose  life  was  so  much 
taken  up  in  the  business  of  pleasure,  that 
she  would  have  had  little  time  for  keeping 
up  any  thing  like  conversation  with  her 
indiscriminate  acquaintance,  if  it  had  been 
necessary  for  her  to  think  before  she  spoke; 

instead, 
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instead,  therefore,  of  hazarding  extempore 
composition,  she  usually  trusted  to  a  facile 
memory  and  expression.  That  beauty 
which  had  dazzkd  all  beholders  at  seven- 
teen, was  got  far  beyond  the  wane  at 
thirty-seven ;  the  eyes  of  Mrs.  Olive  re- 
tained little  of  their  original  brilliancy, 
notwithstanding  that  they  were  assisted  by 
the  deep  rouge  of  her  cheeks ;  her  dress 
was  fashionable,  but  her  whole  contour 
and  appearance  impressed  the  idea  of  a 
taded  beauty,  who,  nearly  worn  out  in 
fashion's  toils,  still  keeps  its  trappings  on, 
while  her  whole  time  and  attention  is 
turned  on  training  her  daughters  to  per- 
form that  part  v/hich  she  has  played. 

Agnes  entered  the  large  and  cheerless 
music-room;  instruments,  seats,  desks,  and 
books,  were  arranged  in  such  elegant  con- 
fusion, that  as  the  eandles  were  not  light- 
ed, she  was  in  danger  of  stumbling  against 
a  harp,  and  of  breaking  the  beautiful  gild> 
ed  ornament  on  its  top;  but  she  had  scram- 
bled and  meandered  through  the  entrance* 
c  2  room, 
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foom,  and  in  and  out  the  music-room,  to  a 
sofa,  for  her  announcement  had  been 
made  only  to  those  inanimate  objects  we 
have  enumerated  (scarcely  objects  of  vi- 
sion at  this  time),  for  the  tire  had  just  been 
replenished  by  a  load  of  coals,  which  acted 
as  a  nonconductor  to  the  smoke  ;  and  the 
footman  who  had  preceded  her,  muttering 
that  "  the  room  was  in  a  fine  smother? 
(a  smothering  which  proceeded  from  his 
own  neglect  in  the  first  instance,  and  in- 
discreet profusion  in  the  next)  forced  in 
the  highly-polished  poker  half  its  length 
into  the  tire,  (to  the  utter  contempt  of  the 
housemaid's  frequently  repeated  cautions) 
and  shutting  the  door,  Left  Agnes  to  the 
enjoyment  of  her  own  reflections,  and  the 
comfort  of  a  room  clouded  with  sulphure- 
ous vapour.  The  noise  of  mirth  and  con- 
viviality reached  her  from  the  eating-room 
below,  and  she  blamed  herself  for  coming 
as  early  as  nine  o'clock,  though  that  was 
the  hour  previously  fixed  and  insisted 
upon  by  Mrs.  Olive. 

Steps 
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wSteps  were  heard  on  the  stairs,  and  the 
man  who  had  before  appeared  preceded 
two  gentlemen  into  the  room ;  he  put 
chairs  for  them  side  by  side,  in  a  different 
part  of  the  room  to  that  which  Agnes  oc- 
cupied, which  they  appeared  to  take  as  if 
mechanically;  two"  candles  were  now 
lighted  on  the  chimney-piece,  but  looking 
towards  the  chandelier  which  was  sus- 
pended from  the  centre  of  the  ceiling,  the 
man  seemed  to  say  within  himself — "  Tis 
time  enough  yet,"  and  again  he  left  the 
room. 

""A  sour,  disagreeable  evening,"  said 
one  of  the-  gentlemen  to  the  other,  in  a 
harsh  under-bred  tone  of  voice. 

"  Very  much  so,  very  much  so  indeed." 
answered  ins  companion,  "  and  I  have  got 
a  confounded  bad  cold,  I  know  that;" 
giving  a  snorting  hem,  as  if  to  make  this 
knowledge  general. 

"  Have  you  seen  the  paper  to-day  ?" 

"  Can't  say  I  have." 

N  Oh,    there's   nothing   new ;    I    don't 
c  3  know 
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know  how  it  is,  but  lord  Wellington  does 
not  get  on  as  one  could  wish  ;  we  shall  see 
how  it  will  turn  out  in  the  long  run,  but  I 
have  always  said  that  this  Penhinshular 
war  would  not  do." 

"  I  don't  concern  myself  much  about  it? 
for  my  own  share :  but  did  ye  mind  how 

s played  that  overture  last  night— 

hey  ?"  rubbing  his  hands  together ;  "  / 
think  I've  heard  it  played  better,  and  so 
lord  Oreas  thought,  for  he  told  me  so  him- 
self but  this  very  morning — '  What's  your 
opinion,  Butkins?'  said  his  lordship. — 
'■  Exactly  yours,  my  lord,'  said  I. — (  I 
thought  as  much,'  answered  his  lordship." 

This  conversation  astonished  Agnes,  as 
much  for  its  low  vulgarity,  and  the  idea  of 
such  men  being  in  the  list  of  Mrs.  Olive's 
visitors,  as  their  being  the  associates  of  a 
peer  of  the  realm. 

"  There  was  fine  salmon  in  the  market 
this  morning." 

«  Was  there?  I  didn't  see  it— We  had 
got  mutton  chops  and  onions,"  said  the 

man 
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man  who  complained  of  the  bad  cold, 
"and  really  I  must  say  that  for  my  wifer 
that  she  can  dress  a  mutton-chop  with  any 
body." 

Agnes  was  still  more  at  a  loss  than  be- 
fore, for  though  the  last  speech  had  been 
given  in  a  loud  whisper,  it  had  been  very 
distinguishable.  A  hasty  step  now  ap- 
proached the  music-room ;  it  was  Mrs. 
Olive's ;  she  passed  by  the  two  gentlemen 
without  the  least  notice  of  them,  and  they 
retained  their  station,  not  making  the 
slightest  inclination  of  the  head,  but  put- 
ting their  mouths  together,  pursued  an 
uninterrupted  whisper. 

"  My  dearest  Miss  Carey,  how  delighted 
I  am  at  seeing  you  I  how  infinitely  good 
this  is  of  you,  to  come  so  early  to  have  a 
little  chat  with  me!-  but,  bless  my  heart! 
xt 'hat  a  fire  !  and,  my  heavens  !  if  the  room 
is  not  full  of  smoke,"  running  away  to 
ring  the  bell  and  to  poke  the  fire,  both  of 
which  were  done  without  mercy — "James, 
do  send  off  this  smoke  directly,  and  light 
c  4  tha 
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the  chandelier ;  you  have  left  Miss  Carey 
in  the  dark  all  this  time — surely  you 
might  have  lighted  the  chandelier  before/' 

"  I  always  thought  I  was  not  to  light  it 
till  five  or  six  of  the  company  was  come," 
muttered  the  man,  but  he  was  not  heard 
by  Mrs.  Olive,  who,  with  speech  directed 
to  Agnes,  was  running  over  the  room  with 
her  eyes,  and  seeing  that  every  thing  was 
in  proper  preparation — "  How  good  it  is 
of  you  to  come  ! — but,  ah  !  my  dear  Miss 
Carey,  poor  little  Carrol  is  confined  to  hi* 
bed ;  he  has  a  sore  throat,  and  a  great  deal 

of  fever ;  and  we've  had  Dr. to  him, 

and  he  says  he  must  have  every  attention, 
and  be  kept  very  quiet — (James,  be  sure 
and  tell  them  to  keep  master  Olive's  bed- 
roomdocr  shut) :  and  we  had  engaged  some 
people  to  dinner  too — 'tis  very  unfortu- 
nate— but  Olive  likes  to  have  some  of  the 
professional  people  at  dinner." 

"  Is  signor  here?"  asked  one  of 

the  gentlemen,  with  quickness. 

*  Oh  yes,  and  ,  and ,  and  a 

few 
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few  men  besides- — no  women.  Camilla  and 
Theresa  longed  to  come  up  with  me,  for 
they  are  quite  impatient  to  be  presented 
to  my  dear  Miss  Carey,  for  they  are  always 
hearing  me  talk  of  the  friends  of  my  la- 
mented father ;  but  they  could  not  leave 
the  table  immediately,  for  on  such  days, 
you  know,  the  ladies  of  the  house  are  de- 
tained longer — but  they  will  be  here  pre* 
sently,  and  duirmed  to  be  introduced  to 
you — that  I  may  venture  to  say  for  them.* — 
Butkins,  if  you  accompany  Camilla  in  the 
overture  she  played  at  Mrs.  Mantle's,  do 
mind  and  humour  it  for  her ;  you  are  well 
aware  that  there  are  difficulfies  which  her 
timidity  will  not  allow  her  to  overcome ; 
and  I  know  Olive  will  make  her  play  that 
piece*  for  it  is  his  favourite." 
"  Very  well,  ma'am,  very  well." 
"  And,  Dudder,  if  you  sing  the  duct 
with  Ilesa,  pray  give  her  a  proper  oppor- 
tunity for  her  shake." 

"  Bless  ye,  ma'am,  there  is  no  fear  of 
that,  for  she  will  take  it ;  though  I  appeal 

CD  tQ> 
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to  this  gentleman,  Mr.  Butkins,  if  a  shake 
isn't  very  much  out  of  place  in  that  duet; 
for  you  see,  before " 

"  Theresa  Olive's  shake  can  never  be 
out  of  place,"  said  Mrs.  Olive,  in  a  tone 
which  was  meant  to  silence  Mr.-D udder. 

-Agnes  now  understood  that  this  gen- 
tie-man  and  his  companion  were  some  of 
the  underlings  of  that  harmonious  choir 
who  were  to  perform  in  the  evening,  and 
who  had  been  hired  for  the  purpose ;  but 
who  were  not  deemed  worthy  to  partake 
of  the  sumptuous  feast  with  which  the 
vest  of  the  sons  of  harmony  were  regaling 
below. 

The  company  began  to:  ccme  in,  and 
after  repeated  messages  from  their  mother, 
Camilla  and  Theresa  Olive  at  length  mada 
their  appearance  from  the  eating-room. 
Mrs.  Olive  met  them  at  the  door-way, 
which  had  been  thrown  open  to  make  a 
more  free  communication  between  the  en- 
trance and  the  music-room, 

*Mv 
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"  My  dear  Camilla,  how  coidd  you  stay 
so  long  ?" 

"  Law,  mamma,  it  wasn't  long  indeed  \ 
and  besides,  I  assure  you  it  was  quite  im- 
possible to  stir  one  moment  sooner,  for 

signor  was  so  entertaining,  and  sa 

drolk" 

"  But  you  should  have  considered,  in- 
deed, my  dearest  loves,  that  your  poor 
brother,  little  Carrol,  was  ill,  and  that  one 
©f  you  ought  to  have  gone  to  have  seen 
how  he  did;  and  you  know  Miss  Carey 
has  been  here  a  great  while,  and  that  I 
wanted  to  introduce  you." 

"  Introduce  !"  said  Theresa,  turning  up 
her  lip  ;  "  what  a  fuss  there  is  with  these 
formal  quizzes !  for  goodness  sake,  tell  us 
which  is  she  ?'*' 

"  There,  on  the  sofa ;"  both  girls  burst 
into  a  horselaugh. 

u  Law  now,  mamma,  if  this  is  not  too 
bad  of  you ;  you  told  Mr.  Sylvester  she 
was  handsome,  and  I  do  believe  lw  thinks 
her  young r 

c  6  "  She 
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14  She  is  not  old  certainly,"  said  Mrs. 
Olive ;  "  but  come,  come  along  and  be  in- 
troduced directly,  for  I  hear  more  raps, 
and  I  cannot  do  it  at  all,  if  you  do  not 
come  now." 

Only  part  of  this  conversation  had  been 
overheard  by  Agnes,  but  enough  for  the 
pouting  lips  and  the  hasty  dip  courtesy  to 
be  fully  understood.  Having  suffered  the 
introduction,  the  two  young  ladies  again 
skipped  back  to  another  part  of  the  room. 
Camilla  amused  herself  with  trying. the 
violin,  by  which  she  was  to  be  accom- 
panied on  the  pianoforte,  and  making  a 
squeak  with  the  fiddlestick,  which  set  all 
the  ears  and  the  nerves  of  the  company  at 
defiance  ;  while  Theresa  got  before  an  old 
dowager,  (who  had  perched  herself  in  a  cor- 
ner, and  who  was  doubly  and  trebly  bar- 
ricadoed  with  the  warm  clothing  and  the 
various  wrappings  of  the  last  fifty  years, 
and  whose  rich  Genoa  velvet  gown  literal- 
ly stood,  as  its  wearer  sat)  with  a  flute, 
which  she  applied  to  her  mouth  sans  cerc- 

vionie. 
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monie,  after  saying — "  Now  hear,  ma'am, 
can't  I  blow  the  flute  quite  as  well  as  my 
sister  plays  the  fiddle?"  at  the  same 
time  she  practised  her  last  new  step.  Xo 
mythological  representation  of  a  love  or 
a  grace  could  be  more  dexterously  or 
studiously  revealed — her  "  buskin'd  leg" 
.exhibited  itself  as  near  as  possible  to  the 
knee,  her  white  arms  were  entirely  ex- 
posed, except  where  they  were  decorated 
by  armlets,  and  the  sleeves  gave  three 
inches  of  covering ;  the  intire  bust  was 
naked ;  the  groundwork  of  the  scanty  dress 
was  azure  blue,  fancifully  decorated  with 
plaid.  The  violin  player  was  in  similar 
costume. 

"  This  is  a  new  accomplishment,  I  pre- 
sume?" said  the  old  lady. 

"  Oh  yes,  ma'am,  quite  new ;  don't  you 
think  it  elegant  and  graceful  ?" 

"  If  you  ask,.  I  must  say  I  do  not  think 
that  it  is  either  the  one  or  the  other." 

"  Law,  ma'am,  how  sorry  !"  and  turning 
round   upon  her  heel,   she    had    nearly 

knocked 
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knocked  her  mother  in  the  cheek  with  the 
end  of  the  flute. 

"  Theresa,  Theresa !  now  do  be  a  little 
sober;  go  to  Carrol,  my  dear  love,  and 
tell  him  something  to  amuse  him  ;  poor 
fellow,  he  wants  to  come  down  and  hear 
the  musicr;  I  can  scarcely  keep  him  in  bed." 

"  Law,  mamma,  and  let  him  come  then, 
if  he  wishes  it;  it  cannot  do  him  any  harm, 
I'm  sure,  fo*  I've  often  heard  you  say  that 
when  you  have  a  great  desire  for  any  par- 
ticular thing  in  illness,  it  never  does  you 
any  harm." 

"  Nonsense,  nonsense.'* 

"  Law,  mamma,  I  wonder  you  don't  send 
Camilla  Was  well  as  me ;  she  has  as  much 
right  to  go  as  I  have ;  a  troublesome  child 
— what  can  JT  say  to  him  ?  Oh  law !  I 
know  what  I'll  do" — and  off  she  ran,  as  if 
a  lucky  thought  had  entered  her  brain. 
She  presently  returned.  The  room  was  by 
this  time  filled  with  persons  and  instru- 
ments ;  the  former  might  be  equally  called 
instruments    with    the    latter,    for    they 

seemed 
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seemed  to  be  all  of  them  vehicles  or  ffi» 
tfruments,  contrived  for  the  purpose  of 
killing  time  for  themselves,  or  for  one  ano- 
ther, from  the  old  lady  in  the  Genoese 
velvet,  to  the  young  one  without  velvet 


or  covering. 


The  party  from  the  eating-room  at  length 
came  up  ;  Mr.  Olive  stalked  into  the  cen- 
tre of  the  room,  and  his  appearance  and 
inflamed  eyelids  served  to  exemplify  the 
answer  of  the  wise  man  to  his  own  ques- 
tion, viz.  "  He  that  tarrieth  long  at  the 
wine ;"  he  bowed  to  some  of  the  com- 
pany, spoke  to  a  few,  gave  a  fashionable 
stare  to  all ;  and  seeing  Agnes,  advanced 
towards  her,  and  sitting  down  by  her  side, 
entered  into  a  rapid  and  lively  conversa- 
tion. Agnes  remembered  to  have  seen 
Carrol  Olive  many  years  ago,  when  he  had 
been,  just  received  by  Mr.  Beauclerck  as 
the  husband  of  his  daughter ;  and  she  now 
could  trace  but  the  faint  remains  of  that 
beauty,  which,  conspicuous  in  youth,  had 
been  put  to  an  untimely  flight  by  his  own 

excesses. 
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excesses.  A  gentleman  of  the  name  of 
Sylvester  followed  Mr.  Olive,  and  was  by 
him  introduced  to  Agnes ;  his  person  and 
manners  were  eminently  prepossessing,  his 
air  and  whole  appearance  was  that  of  a 
gentleman  of  the  first  order ;  his  conversa- 
tion was  sensible  and  intelligent,  lively 
without  rattle,  and  impressive  without  any 
assumption  of  importance;  and  his  age  was 
apparently  about  forty. 

No  sooner  did  Theresa  perceive  him, 
than  skipping  over  the  xoonv  and  gliding 
through  the  company,  as  though  she 
moved  on  air>  she  came  up  to  him  with  a 
smile,  which  was  answered  by  his  turning 
towards  her,  and  in  a  low  voice  sayingv 

n  E'en  the  light  harebell  rear'd  its  head,. 
Elastic  at  her  airy  tread/* 

"  Now  do  tell  me  if  those  lines  are  not 
from  the  Lady  of  the  Lake,  Mr.  Sylvester? 
how  sweetly  pretty  they  are!  how  I 
should  like  to  have  been  the  Lady  of  the 

Lake! 
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Lake !  for  I  can  row — yes,  indeed,  Mr. 
Sylvester,  I  can;  now  you  tvill  look  so 
very  provoking — as  if  you  didn't  believe 
me." 

"  Surely  I  never  doubted  your  doing 
any  thing  which  you  attempted." 

"  But  you  have  not  seen  me  waltz  yet ; 
but  you  must — can  you  waltz,  Mr.  Syl- 
vester?" 

<fc  Surely,  Miss  Olive,  you  never  doubt- 
ed Mr.  Sylvester's  doing  any  thing  he  aU 
iemptcdV  said  a  lady  who  had  taken  her 
seat  on  a  stuffed  couch  (with  one  arm  and 
no  back)  which  had  been  placed  imme^ 
diately  before  the  sofa,  but  the  back  of 
which  was  supplied  for  the  present  to  the 
kdy  by  the  full  length  of  the  diminutive 

signor .  who,  previous  to  favouring  the 

company  with  a  specimen  of  his  vocar 
wonders,  had  thus  laid  himself  in  a  recum- 
bent position,  taking  up  the  space  which 
had  been  allotted  for  three  persons  by  Mrs. 
Olive,  six  being  the  number  which  in  a 

reversed 
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reversed  "  vis-a-vis,"  the  couch  had  been 
computed  to  accommodate :  but,  alas  !  all 
ladies  conductresses,  in  all  parties,  have 
found  out,  time  immemorial,  (for  certainly 
these  parties  must  have  been  of  very  an- 
cient origin,  or  they  could  not  have  ob- 
tained in  the  world  as  they  have  done), 
that  it  is  all  lost  labour,  for  people  will- 
never  sit  in  the  seats  or  occupy  the  places 
intended  for  them.  Camilla  Olive,  how- 
ever, had  not  usurped  the  seat  of  another, 
for  she  had  converted  the  arm  of  the  couch 
to  a  use  for  which  it  had  not  been  intend- 
ed, and  springing  upon  it,  the  head  of  the 
signor  being  in  that  direction,  she  amused 
herself  with  putting  back  her  hand  from 
time  to  time,  to  give  him  a  tap  with  her 
fan,  which  he  noticed  in  return  by — 
"  Cruel  creature !  barbarous  girl !  leave 
me  alone,  will  you  ?  pray  let  me  rest." 

"  Now  my  weary  lips  I  close, 
Leave  me,   leave  me  to  repose,"" 

said 
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said  the  lady  who  had  before  spoken  in 
answer  to  Theresa. 

"  Exactly  so/'  said  the  signor. 

"  But  can  you  waltz  ? '  asked  Theresa, 
still  pursuing  the  interrogatory  with  Syl- 
vester, on  hearing  him  address  something 
which  might  bear  the  rational  meaning  of 
conversation  to  Agnes. 

"  Let  me  correct  you,"  said  Miss  Pit- 
man, (who  seemed  to  be  the  interposer  in 
all  colloquial  matters,  called  or  uncalled) ; 
44  I  assure  you  it  is  voltz  now;  no  one  thinks 
of  calling  it  waltz." 

"  Valtz !  law,  Miss  Pitman,  it  sounds 
vulgar  like  the  cocknies ;  you  can't  be  se- 
rious— only  think,  Mr.  Sylvester,  what 
Miss  Pitman  says  ?" 

"  I  fancy  the  lady  is  perfectly  correct, 
according  to  the  present  pronunciation; 
do  you  not  understand  it  so  ?"  asked  he, 
turning  to  Agnes. 

"  I  hear  it  so,"  said  she,  "  and  I  hear 
the  word  too  often  ;  my  English  ears,  any 

more 
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more  than  my  English  eyes,  cannot  be  re- 
conciled to  the  German  or  the  Spanish 
valtz." 

"  German,"  said  Olive,  rousing  himself, 
"  aye,  true ;  when  I  read  the  Sorrows  of 
Werter  to-  Emily  Beauclerck,  Ave  called 
it  waltz,  I  think." 

"  But  law,  papa,  how  many  years  that 
must  have  been  !" 

"  A  great  many  years  ago  indeed,  The- 
resa; it  may  be  the  Sorrows  of  Vcrter  now, 
for  aught  I  know  to  the  contrary,"  he 
sighed. 

"  Or  the  Sorrows  of  Carrol"  said1 
Theresa. 

"  Nothing  more  likely." 

"  No !  the  song  of  Carrol,"  said  Agnes, 
(whose  goodness  of  heart  revolted  at  this 
unfeeling,  though  careless  speech  of  a  pert 
girl  to  her  father) ;  "  I  remember  when>the 
song  of  Carrol  delighted  every  ear." 

"  Do  you  ?"  asked  Olive,  turning  quick- 
ly round  with  an  air  of  gratified  anima- 
tion, 
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tion,  which  bore  some  trace  of  the  former 
Carrol ;  "  ah,  Miss  Carey,  those  days  are 
long  gone  by." 

'*  And  like  the  memory  of  joys  that  are 
past,  are  pleasing  but  mournful  -to  the 
soul,"  said  Miss  Pitman. 

"  It  is  the  ghost  of  Carrol  noxv"  said 
Olive. 

"  Still  on  the  heath,"  said  Miss  Pitman, 
"  arose  in  my  ear  the  tuneful  voice, of  Car- 
rol ;  lie  sung  of  the  companions  of  our 
youth,  and  the  days  of  former  years — But 
thou  passest  away  in  thy  murmuring  blast 
— the  valiant  must  one  day  fall." 

Olive  rose  from  the  sofa — "  Come,  sig- 
nor,  let's  have  music  altons" 

"  Aye,  come  signer ,"  said  Camilla, 

"  I'll  help  you  up  ;  Resa,  do  take  the  other 
hand — now  then."  And  both  the  young 
ladies  joined  in  bringing  once  more  to 
view  the  insignificant  form  of  the  profli- 
gate and  contemptible  signor ;  but  he 

was  a  professional  man,  and  besides,  an 

Italian, 
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Italian,  and  perhaps  nobody  in  the  room 
thought  the  action  indecorous,  but  the  old 
lady,  who  appeared  to  have  shrouded  her- 
self in  a  velvet  pall,  and  the  reflective, 
moralizing  Agnes. 

Mrs.  Olive  had  meanwhile  been  doing 
all  the  honours  of  her  house  to  all  her  va- 
rious guests;  and  while  her  eyes  had 
watched  the  movements  of  her  daughters,* 
and  she  had  felt  proud  of  the  graces  of 
these  sylphlike  visions  of  her  former  self, 
she  had  listened  to  the  histoiy  of  a  cold 
which  had  already  lasted  six  weeks,  and 
was  still  likely  to  continue — to  the  inso- 
lence of  a  mantua-maker — to  the  efficacy 
and  inefficacy  of  the  Cheltenham  waters — 
she  had  heard  lord  Oreas  determine  on  the 
defects  in 's  overture,  and  Miss  Pit- 
man eulogize  it  as  perfection— -and  this  she 
had  done  with  proper  attention,  and  had 
made  the  right  rejoinders  and  accompani- 
ments, and  had  never  said  "  very  right"  in 
the  wrong  place  but?  once,  when  Miss  Fu% 

lingtou 
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lington  asked,  as  if  summing  up  the  ease 
for   ah   opinion — •*'  Now,  if  the  cap  had 
been   sent  home  to  you,  what  would  you 
have  said,  dear  Mrs.  Olive  ?" 
"  Very  right" 

"  Very  right !    impossible — surely  you 
forget  yourself — you  mean  very  wrong." 

"  i\h!    true,  true — very    wrong — ex- 
tremely wrong  indeed !" 

"  Oh,  I  knew  you  would  say  so." 
All  the  heart  of  Mrs.  Olive  which  had 
not  been  frittered  away,  and  which  was  not 
occupied  by  the  world  and  by  herself,  was 
centered  in  her  daughters,  and  the  pet 
boy  above  stairs ;  and  before  the  concert 
began,  she  stole  over  to  Theresa,  saying — » 
"  My  dear  love,  how  is  Carrol  ?" 

"  Oh,  quite  comfortable,  mamma;  I 
made  him  so  happy,  and  so  comfortable ; 
and  he  kissed,  me,  and  said  he  would  be 
very  good  now,  and  very  quiet— (I  gave 
him  a  glass  of  noyeau)"  said  she,  whisper- 
ing her  sister,  as  soon  as  Mrs.  Olive  had 
turned  away. 

"  Law, 
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"  Law,  Theresa,  suppose  it  should  have 
hurted  him  ?" 

w  Poh,  poh !  stuff,  nonsense  !  it  did  him 
all  the  good  in  the  world ;  and  it  is  quite 
impossible  to  quiet  him  without  coaxing." 

"  Who  is  it  that  wants  coaxing  ?"  asked 
signor ,  in  broken  English. 

<;  You,  you  yourself,  you  saucy  devil." 
.    "  But  I  am  not  wanted  at  all  yet,"  stud 
he ;  "  let  the  full  piece  begin — I  shall  not 
sing  yet." 

Miss  Pitman,  a  tall,  well-made  woman, 
of  a  fashionable  air  and  appearance,  got  up 
as  the  first  chord  was  struck,  and  standing- 
erect  before  the  fee,  with  her  chest  ex- 
panded, and  one  hand  behind  her,  in  rather 
a  masculine  than  an  elegantly  feminine 
attitude,  she  beat  time  through  the  whole 
piece,  with  a  roll  of  music  which  she  held 
in  the  other  hand;  and  when  the  overture 
was  ended,  she  cried  "  Bravo,"  and  "  Bra- 
vissimo,"  in  that  decided  tone  which  pro- 
claimed that  her  word  was  censure,  and 
her  voice  was  law. 

It 
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It  was  the  first  point  of  Mrs.  Olive's  am- 
bition at  this  time,  to  marry  her  daughter 
Theresa  to  Temple  Sylvester;  he  was 
turned  of  forty,  and  she  was  but  "just 
sixteen  ;"  but  "  there  was  nothing  in  this 
disparity — Sylvester  was  a  handsome  fellow 
now ;  Theresa  declared  she  thought  him 
so ;  and  in  the  simplicity  and  bewitching 
naivete  of  Theresa,  there  was  every  at- 
traction for  a  man  who  had  seen  a  great 
deal  of  the  world,  who  had  been  the  de- 
cided favourite  of  the  fair,  and  who  was 
now  likely  to  return  to  the  point  from 
which  he  had  originally  set  out,  and  con- 
tent himself  with  youth,  beauty,  and  sim- 
plicity" The  latter,  Mrs.  Olive  had  so 
frequently  talked  of,  that  she  really  began 
almost  to  imagine  that  her  daughter  pos- 
sessed it.  To  marry  Mr.  Sylvester,  to  be 
the  wife  of  such  a  man,  and  to  be  the  mis- 
tress of  such  a  fortune  as  he  was  said  to 
possess,  was  a  very  delightful  perspective 
for  Theresa,  and  no  endeavours  were  want- 
ing on  her  part  for  the  completion  of  so 

vol.  in.  D  ;   .  desirable 
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desirable  an  event :  but  Temple  Sylvester 
could  adapt  his  conversation  to  all  with 
whom  he  conversed;  and  all,  and  each, 
from  his  looks,  his  words,  and,  more  than 
these,  the  interest  with  which  he  entered 
into,  and  followed  their  and  her  style  of 
conversation,  might  imagine  themselves 
and  herself  the  favoured  fair ;  and  all  and 
each  disengaged  lady  at  Cheltenham  were 
now  contending  for  the  prize  of  his  heart, 
though  it  was  generally  thought  that 
Theresa  Olive  was  a  dangerous  rival ;  but 
this  was  only  thought,  for  it  was  usually 
remarked,  that  "Mr. Temple  Sylvester  was 
not  a  marrying  man."  But  maugre  the  en- 
deavours of  mamma  and  Resa,  maugre  the 
duet  with  Dudder,  and  his  having  given 
as  fine  an  opportunity  for  the  shake  as 
could  have  been  required,  Mr.  Sylvester 
seemed  this  night  particularly  interested 
by  Miss  Carey,  and  the  part  of  the  room 
where  she  sat  or  stood  always  attracted 
him ;  but  Theresa  could  not,  would  not 
let  this  be — "  Mr.  Sylvester,  come  over  here 

and 
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and  tell  me — now  say  the  truth  ?  Didn't 
I  frighten  you  in  that  duet?  I  am  sure  I 
frightened  myself,  for  I  had  no  earthly 
being  to  look  at  but  that  odious,  abomin- 
able Dudder,  and  his  grimaces  are  so  ridi- 
culous ! — to  attempt  a  love  duet  with  suck 
a  phiz  as  his — now  isn't  it  too  bad  ?  But 
now  tell  me,  Mr.  Sylvester,  wasn't  I  vile?" 

"  On  the  contrary,  I  never  heard  you 
sing  better." 

"  Now  do  you  really  think  so  ?" 

"  Why  should  you  doubt  it?" 

"  Oh,  I  don't  know ;  but  I  am  so  glad 
■of  it — and  besides,  you  know,  you  are  in 
general  so  difficult." 

"  Surely  Theresa  has  never  found  me 
so." 

"  No,  I  don't  know — I  don't  say  that — 
but  to-night — I  thought  perhaps  Miss 
Carey,  who  must  have  learnt  to  sing  in 
the  old  school — she  might  have  thought 
— she  might  have  condemned  my  singing 
— and  then — and " 

"  Miss  Carey  will  not  allow  that  she 
D  2  possesses 
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possesses  any  scientific  knowledge,"  said 
Sylvester;  "  she  is  charmed  with  your 
voice,  and  said  she  never  heard  one  so  rich 
in  melody:  Miss  Pitman  might  possibly 

have  given  me  a  critique — but " 

"  Oh,  I  don't  care  one  pin  for  her." 

"  And  why  do  you  not?  for  she  is  a 

first-rate  judge,  and  her  approbation " 

"  Oh  yes !  I  know — I  know  .all  that — 
she  is  considered  as  an  amateur,  and  a 
connoisseur,  and  every  thing  clever,  I  be- 
lieve ;  and  so  she  affects  singularity,  and 
to  be  older  than  she  is — how  ridiculous ! 
and  to  put  on  her  things  with  negligence, 
and  all  that — but  I  believe  she  studies  her 
looks  too,  for  mamma  says  she  knows  she 
is  turned  of  forty ;  and  papa  calls  her  '  the 
mother  of  the  arts ;  now  isn't  that  a  good 
one  ?  But  I  say,  Mr.  Sylvester,"  lowering 
her  voice,  looking  up  in  his  face,  and 
taking  him  by  the  button  of  his  coat,  with 
the  appearance  of  naif  simplicity,  * '  wern't 
you  quite  astonished  to  see  Miss  Carey  ? 
What  an  old-fashioned,  quizzical-looking 

woman 


THE  KEYEALER  OF  SECHETS.  5o 

woman  she  is!  and  after  all  that  mamma 
said  about  her  at  table — now  do  you  think 
her  the  least  bit  handsome  ?" 

"  I  cannot  suffer  even  sweet  Theresa  to 
beg  the  question.  I  think  Miss  Carey  a 
very  charming  woman ;  though,  if  you  ask 
me  why  I  think  her  so,  I  should  be  at  a 
loss  to  answer  you,  except  that  her  conver- 
sation is  particularly  pleasing,  from  its  un- 
affected good  sense,  and  that  her  coun- 
tenance is  strikingly  intelligent." 

"  Mamma  said  she  was  not  above  thirty; 
I'm  sure  she  must  be  forty,  if  she  is  a  day ; 
law,  bless  me,  she  looks  quite  like  an  old 
woman — now  don't  you  think  she  does, 
Mr.  Sylvester?" 

"  I  cannot  agree  with  you  there — and 
her  beautiful  tresses  have  not  a  grey  hair 
amongst  them." 

"  That  we  can  see  by  candlelight — but 
as  to  that,  there  is  no  guessing  by  hair ; 
light  hair  lasts   for  ever  without  being 

grey" 

"  That  is  an  advantage  certainly,"  said 
D  3  Sylvester; 
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Sylvester ;  but  he  recollected  himself  in 
time  to  say  something  about  "  raven 
locks"  as  he  looked  at  the  dark  curl  which 
sported  on  the  white  forehead  of  Theresa ; 
and  he  saw  by  her  pleased  and  sparkling 
countenance  that  his  peace  was  made. 

The  evening's  entertainment  finishing 
some  hours  after  midnight,  Agnes  return- 
ed home.  I  will  not  teaze  my  readers  with 
a  recapitulation  of  her  reflections ;  some  of 
them  may  fall  into  the  same  train,  and 
others  may  probably  never  reflect  at  all — 
to  the  former  I  should  be  offering  nothing 
novel ;  to  the  latter,  I  should  offer  a  page 
for  them  to  skip  over  with  frowning  disap- 
pointment. 


CHAP- 
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CHAPTER  III.      • 

Agnes  was  not  surprised,  on  being  told 
the  next  morning  by  Mr.  Sylvester,  whom 
she  met  on  the  walk,  that  Carrol  Olive 

was  extremely  ill ;  and  that  doctor , 

who  had  been  called  up  to  him  at  an  early 
hour,  considered  him  in  great  danger. 
Agnes  was  not  surprised,  I  say,  at  this  in- 
telligence, for  she  had  overheard  the  whis- 
per between  the  two  sisters  on  the  prece- 
ding night,  and  she  had  shuddered  for  the 
effect  which  might  probably  ensue  from 
such  a  cause. 

With  nine  flounces  flitting  in  the  air 
with  every  step  they  took,  the  two  girls 
presently  came  up  to  her  and  to  Sylves- 
ter; they  were  surrounded  by  many  of 
their  nocturnal  visitants,  who  poured  in 
D  4  inquiries, 
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inquiries,  and  sorrow,  and  joy,  to  see  the: 
case  was  not  so  bad  as  had  been  represent- 
ed, by  the  young  ladies  being  abroad. 

"  Oh,  as  to  that,  I  assure  you  he's  ex- 
tremely  ill,  poor  boy,"  was  the  answer; 
"  but  mamma  is  with  him  herself,,  and 
papa  means  to  lie  in  bed  till  dinner-time, 
and  not  go  to  the  billiard-room  at  all'  to- 
day ;  or  if  he  does,  only  a  little  bit  in  the 
evening ;  and  so  Killa  and  I  are  come  out 
of  the  way,  because  we  won't  make  any 
noise  to  disturb  little  Carrol ;  mamma 
thought  it  was  the  besfc-w»y-;  and  besides 
that,  the  fresh  air  would  be  of  use  to  us, 
after  the  fatigue  of  last  night." 

u  Quite  right,"  said  the  old  lady  who 
had  sat  in  the  corner  the  preceding  night, 
and  whose  name  was  Darnton,  "  quite 
so;  if  you  could  not  be  depended  upon  for 
sitting  quiet  within,  your  mother  was  right 
to  send  you  out." 

"  Why  you  know,  Mrs.  Darnton,""  said 
Camilla,  looking  mischievously  at  her  sis- 
ter, *  the  least  thing  in  the  world  might 

have 
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have  made  a  noise  that  he  would  have  heard; 
for  instance,  ma'am,  now  even  the  rustling 
of  a  silk"  (laying  her  hand  rather  roughly 
on  the  old  lady's  well-watered,  and  well- 
stiffened,  and  well-wadded  green  tabby 
pelisse) 

"  Pray,  Miss  Olive,  desist." 

"  Law,  ma'am,  I  was  only  shewing  the 
company  that  even  an  old  tabby  could 
make  a  good  deal  of  noise"  said  Camilla : 
"  but  oh,  the  darling  creature  !  if  there 
is  not  the  dear  signor,  up  and  abroad  al- 
ready, c'est  ct  Imnoiir:  '  rise,  sons  of  har- 
mony, salute  the  morn,'  as  the  mother  of 
the  arts  would  say  ;"  and  away  she  sprang 
towards  him,  taking  his  arm  with  the 
greatest  sang  froid ;  while  Theresa  kept 
close  to  the  other  side  of  Sylvester,  appa- 
rently not  wishing  to  see  him  quite  en- 
grossed by  Agnes. 

From  this  period  Sylvester  took  every 

opportunity  of  conversing  with  Agnes ;  as 

there  was  nothing  in  his  manner  which 

could  lead  her  to  suspect  him  of  any  parti- 

d  5  cular 
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cular  or  private  view  in  doing  so,  and  as 
she  would  have  been  the  last  person  to 
have  thought  herself  the  object  of  particu- 
lar regard,  as  she  would  have  laughed  at 
the  idea  of  being  a  serious  object  of  atten- 
tion, at  her  time  of  life,  to  a  man  of  his  per- 
son and  pretensions,  a  man  whom  she  saw 
decidedly  sought  after  by  all  the  youth, 
the  benuty,  and  the  fashion  at  Chelten- 
ham, she  neither  met  or  shrunk  from  his 
conversation.  As  much  above  display  as 
affectation,  in  a  candid  and  natural  man- 
ner, she  gave  her  opinions ;  and  though 
she  felt  no  reserve  in  talking  to  him,  from 
the  idea,  or  the  hope  of  his  being  a  latent 
lover,  yet  the  timidity  which  attached  to 
her  own  character,  and  her  ignorance  in 
regard  to  Sylvester's,  made  her  fearful  of 
venturing  too  far,  or  of  admitting  him  to 
that  degree  of  familiar  intercourse  which 
she  would  have  allowed  in  an  older  ac- 
quaintance. In  Sylvester's  sentiments  and 
opinions,  as  expressed  to  herself,  there  was 
nothing  to  which  she  could  in  the  slightest 

degree 
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degree  object;  as  he  was  no  more  than  a 
pleasant  acquaintance,  Agnes  would  not 
have  searched  so  deeply  into  a  subject  of 
trivial  import,  if  she  had  not  sometimes 
observed  him  adapt  himself  as  readily  to 
the  conversation  of  others,  and  slide  into 
their  opinions,  and  catch  their  tone,  as  he 
did  hers.  This  raised  a  suspicion  in  her 
mind,  which  if  it  was  favourable  to  his 
address,  had  a  contrary  effect  with  regard 
to  his  sincerity ;  he  always  seemed  to  pre- 
fer particular  to  general  conversation  ;  he 
might  thus  perhaps  be  in  less  danger  of 
committing  himself.  With  his  own  sex 
he  was  grouped — with  the  other  he  was 
usually  paired,  save  when  Theresa  Olive 
was  in  the  way ;  and  then,  unless  she  was 
the  partner  of  the  tete-a-tete,  there  was  no 
possibility  of  his  escaping  from  a  trio.  To 
this  silly  and  forward  girl,  his  manner,  as 
Agnes  had  witnessed,  had  a  mixture  of 
fondness,  (to  which  he  gave  an  air  some- 
what paternal)  of  rallying  reproof,  and  of 
insinuating  flattery;  her  pursuit  of  Mm 
d  6  was 
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was  impelled  by  every  wish  of  her  own 
heart,  and  encouraged  by  the  foolish  am- 
bition of  her  mother. 

Mr.  Sylvester  had  absented  himself  a 
few  days  from  Cheltenham ;  Agnes  felt  just 
as  usual,  while  Theresa  Olive,  and  several 
sisters  in  sympathetic  feeling,  gave  loud 
vent  to  their  expressions  of  lamentation, 
even  on  the  public  walks ;  but  Miss  Carey 
had  such  a  fresh  source  of  interest  soon 
excited  in  her  mind,  as  to  prevent  her  from 
bestowing  even  a  thought  on  the  absent 
-Sylvester. 

She  had  one  morning  gone  to  the  Spa 
rather  late,  and  the  company  were  crowd- 
ing for  the  water  to  the  pump,  when  Miss 
FiUington  tapped  her  upon  the  shoulder, 
and  whispered  in  her  ear — "  Look  behind 
you,  and  see  the  very  prettiest  creature 
that  ever  appeared  on  these  walks.** 

Agnes  mechanically  did  as  she  was  bid- 
den, and  her  eyes  fell  on  a  countenance 
with  winch  she  seemed  well  acquainted ; 
she  was  extending  her  hand,  and  was  about 

to 
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to  express  her  delight  at  once  again  meet- 
ing with  the  incognitelady  to  whom  she 
had  afforded  shelter  and  protection  under 
my  roof;  but  hastily  turning  her  head,  as 
if  from  the  recognising  glance  of  Agnes, 
in  the  next  moment  the  eyes  of  the  lady 
again  met  hers,  but  not  the  least  trace  of 
a  former  acquaintance  was  seen  in  them ; 
the  features,  the  form,  the  countenance, 
was  the  same;  but  the  expression,  the  air, 
the.  carriage,  was  totally  different;  her 
dress  too  in  the  first  style  of  elegance — her 
decided  look  of  fashion — the  fixed  purpose 
which  was  seen  in  her  eye,  so  unlike  that 
of  the  feeble  and  helpless  invalid — Xo !  it 
could  not  be! — And  yet  on  seeing  the 
lady  walk  away,  Agnes  would  have  fol- 
lowed her,  and  had  almost  said — "  Why 
are  you  leaving  me  thus  ?"  only  that  she 
.saw  a  gentleman  who  had  been  taking  the 
waters  now  give  her  his  arm ;  the  other 
arm  he  held  in  a  sling. 

"  Why  did  you  go  away,  my  love?" 
said  he ;  "  I  had  lost  you." 

That 
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That  voice  was  music  to  the  ear  of 
Agnes  ;  it  was  "  the  remembrance  of  joys 
that  were  past"— -featu?  -es  and  form  might 
deceive  her — that  voice  could  never  be  for- 
gotten !  she  sprang  suddenly  before  him — 
"  Raby !  Raby !"  cried  she,  "  and  have 
you  then  forgotten  me  ?" 

"  Forgotten !  impossible,  my  dear  Ag- 
nes— my  dearest  Miss  Carey — how  fortu- 
nate— how  delightful  is  this  meeting ! 
This  is  my  Clara — let  me  introduce  her  to 
you;  and  this  is  Agnes  Carey,"  said  he, 
turning  towards  the  lady,  "  of  whom  you 
have  so  frequently  heard  me  talk." 

Mrs.  Baby's  colour  rose  to  her  cheeks, 
even  through  the  veil  which  had  now 
fallen  over  her  face,  and  descended  in  ele- 
gant folds  to  her  feet,  but  which  had  been 
previously  drawn  aside;  her  lip  quivered, 
her  voice  seemed  to  be  altered  from  agita- 
tion— it  was  not  the  voice  of  the  incognita 
at  this  moment.  The  emotion  of  Agnes 
was  beyond  expression,  a  contrariety  of 
feelings  filled  her  breast,  her  whole  frame 

seemed 
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seemed  convulsed,  her  knees  smote  each 
other;  but  casting  a  glance  at  the  maimed 
arm  of  Raby,  which  she  now  perceived  to 
have  been  amputated  above  the  elbow,  she 
burst  into  tears. 

"  You  are  overcome  by  this  unexpected 
meeting,"  said  Raby  ;  "  take  my — alas ! 
I  have  only  one  arm  to  offer  now." 

"  Oh,  Raby !  and  is  it  thus  that  we 
meet  ?  And  is  it  thus  that  I  see  you  ?" 

u  Yes,  beloved  Agnes,  these  are  my  tro- 
phies ! — do  not  shake  your  head  at  what  I 
glory  in ;  the  loss  of  an  arm  alone  should 
not  have  brought  me  back  to  England,  her 
business  left  undone ;  but  a  long  and  dan- 
gerous illness  succeeded  to  the  amputation, 
and  incapacitated  me  for  any  exertion ;  I 
was  obliged  to  apply  for  leave  of  absence, 
and  have  been  oniy  returned  to  this  coun- 
try one  fortnight.  I  meditated  stealing  a 
march  on  you,  Agnes,  for  I  believed  that 
you  were  still  living  in  the  vicinity  of  our 
friends  the  Stanfords ;  and  when  I  had  ex- 
perienced a  little  benefit  from  these  waters, 

I  intended 
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intended  to  have  brought  my  Clara  to 
you ;  but  it  is  a  double  pleasure  to  find 
you  here." 

Agnes  resolved  to  exert  every  effort  to 
rally  her  feelings;  the  appearance  of  ex- 
treme agitation  might  be  construed  by 
B,aby  into  a  meaning  as  wounding  to  her 
delicacy  as  it  was  distinct  from  the  truth; 
though  what  the  truth — the  fearful,  hor~ 
rlhle  truth  was,  she  could  not  at  this  mo- 
ment have  declared,  even  though  her  life 
had  depended  on  its  utterance,  so  various, 
so  mingled,  so  extraordinary,  so  appal- 
ling, were  the  emotions  of  her  mind. 

"  And  where,  and  when  did  you  lose 
your  precious  arm,  Raby?" 

"  At  Arrayo  del  Molino,  last  October." 

66  Oh,  I  remember — I  remember !"  said 
Agnes ;  and  zvell  did  she  remember  read- 
ing the  account  of  the  battle  of  Arrayo  del 
Molino  to  her  stranger  guest ;  well,  well' 
did  she  remember  the  hurried  eagerness 
with  which  herself  had  looked  in  the  list 
of  killed  and  wounded ;  dreading,  fearing* 

yet 
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yet  expecting  to  see  the  name  of  Raby — 
well  did  she  remember  the  placid,  apathe- 
tic indifference  which  marked  the  deport- 
ment of  her  querulous  companion — "  I 
did  not  see  your  name  amongst  the  wound- 
ed heroes  of  that  day." 

"  No,"  answered  Raby,  "  I  desired  the 
surgeon  who  attended  me  to  withhold  it 
from  the  list ;  I  feared  the  effect  it  might 
have  had  on  this  dear  girl,  and  on  another 
kind  heart." 

Agnes  could  not  look  at  Mrs.  Raby  as 
her  husband  said  these  words;  it  seemed  as 
if  a  look  at  that  moment  must  have  con- 
firmed or  annihilated  her  suspicions  for 
ever;  for  how  had  her  inmate  been  si- 
tuated at  the  period  which  Raby  had  men- 
tioned— Oh  \  no,  no !  it  must  be  impossi- 
ble— she  could  not  have  been  the  wife  of 
Raby ;  horror,  distraction  was  in  the 
thought. 

"  I  had  been  separated  a  very,  very 
long  time  from  Clara,"  said  Raby;  "  I  had 

not  seen  her  for " 

-Had 
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"  Had  we  not  better  go  to  the  house? 
our  conversation  is  of  too  interesting  a  na- 
ture for  such  a  place  as  this ;  and  besides, 
you  are  fatigued,"  Mrs.  Raby  thus  in- 
terposed, in  an  hurried  manner  and  utter- 
ance. 

"  We  are  going  that  way  now,"  said 
Raby,  carelessly,  "  and  Agnes  will  go 
with  us ;  we  must  not — cannot  part  im- 
mediately. Clara  returned  to  England 
just  before  our  fatal  expedition  to  Corun- 
na,"  continued  he,  "  nearly  three " 

"  You  are  fatigued,"  interrupted  Mrs. 
Raby ;  "  you  will  exhaust  yourself  with 
talking,  my  dear  Raby." 

"  No,  my  love;  surely,  my  dear  Clara, 
you  are  unusually  apprehensive.  It  is  quite 
delightful  to  talk  once  more  to  Agnes  Ca- 
rey ;  two  years,  in  January  last,  we  parted 
at  Cintra — Oh,  Clara,  what  a  parting  was 
that !" 

The  head  of  Mrs.  Raby  was  bent  to- 
wards the  ground ;  perhaps  she  was  lost  in 
tender  and  melancholy  retrospection ;  she 

did 
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did  not  utter  another  word  till  they  reach- 
ed the  house.  Agnes  could  not  refuse  to 
enter,  yet  she  would  have  given  the  whole 
world,  had  it  been  in  her  power,  to  have 
escaped  to  her  own  lodgings,  in  order  to 
have  rallied  her  thoughts,  and  to  have  re- 
covered her  self-possession ;  she  however 
got  through  an  hour,  though  with  much 
difficulty  to  herself;  but  her  disorder  and 
embarrassment  passed  unobserved  by  Ra- 
by,  whose  joy  at  seeing  her  had  so  exhila- 
rated his  spirits,  that  he  was  quite  loqua- 
cious ;  and  he  gave  her  the  whole  history 
of  his  separation  from  Clara,  and  of  the 
anxieties  which  on  his  part  had  ensued ; 
his  own  personal  dangers  were  not  taken 
into  the  account ;  he  recounted  no  sorrow 
or  grief  but  that  which  had  ensued  to  her 
departure  for  England. 

"  I  had  found  a  protector  for  her  in  co- 
lonel Fairland,"  said  he,  "  who  brought 
his  wife  home  at  the  same  time ;  he  soon 
returned  to  the  duties  of  his  station,  but 

his 
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liis  regiment  being  ordered  to  a  distant 
part  of  the  Spanish  frontier,  I  have  not 
seen  him  since.  Clara  speaks  highly  of 
the  Fairlands;  I  did  not  know  much  of 
her/hat  her  great  kindness-,  and  this  dear' 
girl's  anxiety  to  hear  frequently  of  me, 
kept  her  in  and  near  town,  I  find ;  and  to 
this  cause  (a  cause  but  too  flattering  to 
myself)  I  am  to  attribute  her  not  having 
ibrmed  an  acquaintance — an  intimacy  with 
you,  Agnes.  You  see  I  am  not  without 
information  on  the  subject — your  kindness 
has  been  recounted  with  due  gratitude  by 
my  Clara,  and  we  should  have  jointly 
thanked  you  at  your  peaceful  retreat,  if 
you  had  not  so  agreeably  forestalled  our 
pleasure.  And  now,  my  dearest  friend,  my 
sister"  said  he,  taking  her  hand,  "  we 
must  not  keep  aloof  from  one  another,  as 
strangers  or  formal  acquaintances;  your 
society  will  be  invaluable  to  my  Clara — I 
can  safely  answer  for  her  being  delighted 
at  such  a  friend."     He  looked  at  Clara  for 

her 
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lier  approving  assent ;  she  answered,  but 
not  without  some  evident  confusion — "  I 
hope  Miss  Carey  does  not  doubt  it  ?" 

Mrs.  Raby  did  not  meet  the  eye  of 
Agnes  as  she  spoke ;  and  Agnes,  in  her 
turn,  felt  relieved  at  not  meeting  an  eye 
in  which  she  should  have  fearfully  looked, 
yet  have  dreaded  to  have  beheld  an  hidden 
meaning. 

"  If  you  are  not  with  us  frequently, 
daily"  said  Raby,  "  we  shall  feel  morti- 
fied, Agnes — we  shall  fear  that  you. do  not 
wish  it — that  you  do  not  like  us ;  shall  we 
not,  my  love  ?" 

"  Indeed  we  shall,"  said  Mrs.  Raby. 

Agnes,  thus  called  upon,  could  only  an- 
swer— "  You  are  very  good — my  stay — if 
I  stay,  you  shall  not  complain  of  me." 
And  then  she  got  up  to  take  her  leave, 
but  Raby  insisted  upon  attending  her 
home;  and  Mrs.  Raby,  though  she  had 
previously  complained  of  fatigue,  rose  also, 
and  said  she  would  make  one  of  the 
escort. 

"No, 
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"  No,  my  best  love,  you  shall  not ;  on 
my  word  you  shall  not,"  said  Raby.  u  I 
am  sure  Miss  Carey  will  not  wish  you  to 
cany  your  politeness  so  far." 

u  Pray  do  not  use  any  ceremony  with 
me,"  said  Agnes :  "  as  to  Mr.  Raby,  I  con- 
clude that  he  mast  come." 

"  Oh,  certainly,"  said  Clara ;  "  but  do 
not  be  away  long,"  in  an  under  voice  ad- 
dressing her  husband ;  he  took  her  hand, 
and  passionately  kissing  it,  offered  his  re- 
maining arm  to  Agnes ;  and  during  the 
walk  he  talked  in  his  own  rapid  and  en- 
thusiastic manner,  of  his  happiness  and  his 
lovely  Clara ;  he  declared  that  nothing  was 
now  wanting  to  his  felicity,  that  he  had 
seen  and  introduced  her  to  his  -much-es- 
teemed sister  and  friend,  Agnes  Carey. 
"  The  more  you  see  of  my  Clara,  the  more 
you  will  love  her,"  continued  he :  "  young, 
inexperienced,  unused  to  the  world,  taken 
from  me  at  so  early  a  period  of  our  union, 
ere  I  had  an  opportunity  of  becoming  in- 
timately acquainted    with  her  character, 

let 
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let  me  confess  to  you,  dearest  Agnes,  that 
many  dark  and  cowardly  fears  arose  in  my 
mind — I  knew  nothing  of  Mrs.  Fairland, 
but  that  she  was  handsome  and  fashion- 
able, and  possessed  an  unlimited  control 
over  her  husband's  fortune,  which  was  an 
affluent  one — Yes  !  I  will  own  all  my  fol- 
ly— I  had  been  better  satisfied  if  Clara  had 
accepted  your  proffered  friendship,  and 
had  gone  into  retirement  with  you  ;  the 
expence  which  was  necessarily  a  concomi- 
tant in  being  under  the  sanction  of  Mr. 
Fairland  (you  know  enough  of  my  dis- 
position to  believe  me)  was  not  taken  into 
the  account;  but  I  feared  I  knew  not 
what — I  feared  that  I  should  be  forgotten 
— I  dreaded  lest  my  empire  in  her  un- 
practised heart  should  be  usurped  by  the 
world  and  its  splendid  allurements — how 
false,  how  futile,  how  vain  were  these 
fears !  She  has  confessed  to  me — yes !  with 
tears  of  timid  tenderness,  with  blushing 
agitation,  which  heightened  the  value  of 
the  confession,  she  has  told  me  that  she 

dared 
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dared  not  go  to  a  distant  part  of  the  king- 
dom, but  waited,  lingered  in  town  and  its 
environs,  to  learn  the  first  tidings,  to 
sooner  get  each  letter  which  should  con- 
vey the  account  of  my  health  and  safety  ; 
and  thus,  while  apparently  making  one  in 
the  gayest  circles,  and  seeming  the  very 
counterpart  of  Mrs.  Fairland,  and  follow- 
in  <x  her  lead  through  all  the  mazes  of 
fashionable  folly,  her  heart — her  fond  and 
faithful  heart,  still  true  to  its  devotion,  re- 
tired within  itself,  to  count  the  hours,  the 
moments  of  my  absence." 

Agnes  knew  not  what  to  say,  though 
llaby  paused,  as  if  for  some  approving  re- 
mark from  her;  she  knew  the  warmth 
and  the  enthusiasm  of  his  sanguine  cha- 
racter,  and  she  feared  that  any  thing  which 
it  was  now  in  her  power  to  utter  must 
appear  too  cold  and  constrained ;  yet  she 
forced  herself  to  answer — "  May  your  hap- 
piness always  continue !" 

u  Gh,  there  is  not  the  least  doubt  of  it," 
cried  he :  w  but  I  am  going  to  teli  you — 

Worn 
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Worn  to  a  thread  by  partaking  in  those 
amusements  which  afforded  her  no  plea- 
sure, and  by  the  constant  tumult  which 
surrounded  her,  ashamed  to  write  and 
force  herself  as  your  guest,  when  she  had 
previously  refused  your  proffered  hospita- 
lity, especially  as  her  former  reasons  still 
remained  in  full  force,  and  her  conduct 
might  have  worn  an  air  of  inconsistency 
in  your  eyes,  Clara  at  length  determined 
on  retiring  into  some  sequestered  spot, 
where,  in  utter  solitude,  she  might  devote 
her  thoughts — yes!  I  will  not  disguise 
it — (for  you,  you,  Agnes,  will  not  laugh  at 
her  fervent  affection) — where  she  might  de- 
vote herself  to  my  image,  and  the  pleasing 
visions  of  my  return ;  and  she  adopted  the 
plan  of  leaving  her  kind  but  gay  friend, 
and  actually  went  into  a  remote  and  un- 
frequented part  of  Wales."  *  . 

Agnes  started;  but  at  that  moment 
Raby  relinquished  her  arm  to  rap  at  the 
door  of  her  house;  her  temples  throbbed, 
her  heart  beat  violently,  and  she  feared 

vol.  in.  e  that 


*74  THE  REVEALER  OF  SECRETS. 

that  nozv  her  agitation  must  be  apparent 
to  him  ;  luckily  he  was  too  much  engaged 
in  1  is  subject  to  attend  to  her,  and  with  a 
rapid  utterance  while  waiting  at  the  door, 
and  after  entering  the  drawing-room,  he 
thus  continued — **  Clara,  dear  girl,  calls 
this  the  blank  of  her  existence.;  not  a  sin- 
>gle  event,  not  an  anecdote,  has  she  to  re- 
late of  this  period ;  her  journey  was  un- 
dertaken alone,  and  at  a  stormy  and  un- 
usually tempestuous  season  of  the  year — 
heroin  e-Y\ke9  you  will  say ;  however,  she 
met  with  no  adventures,  though  she  sal- 
lied forth  with  a  truly  adventurous  spirit; 
■she  continued  in  Wales  not  much  above 
six  weeks,  for  her  anxiety  to  gain  letters, 
and  the  various  and  contradictory  accounts 
which  reached  her  of  public  transactions 
in  the  Peninsula,  forcibly  compelled  her 
back  to  town,  where  Mrs.  Fairland  de- 
clared to  me    that   she   appeared  as  the 
ghost  of  herself;  so  feeble,  so  pale,  so  fra- 
gile, so  wrasted,  that  she  scarcely  recog- 
nised her — But  enough  of  this,"  said  he, 

taking 
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taking  up  his  hat ;  "  I  must  not  stay  egot- 
ising  here — Bless  you  !  bless  you  now  and 
ever,  dearest  Agnes ;  and  adieu  for  the 
present? 


CHAPTER  IV, 


Rary  had  no  sooner  quitted  the  room, 
than  Agnes  threw  off  her  bonnet  and 
scarf,  as  if  to  respire  more  freely ;  a  thou- 
sand dire  and  heart-rending  suspicions  had 
irresistibly  arisen  in  her  mind  when  she 
liad  first  seen  Mrs.  Raby,  and  they  had 
increased  every  successive  moment ;  the 
long  relation  and  explanation  of  Raby  had 
now  confirmed  them  beyond  contradic- 
tion— How  must  she  act  upon  it  ?  What 
part  was  allotted  her  to  perform?  Was 
she  to  break  up  with  one  word  that  over- 
flowing, that  redundant  happiness,  on 
E  2  which 
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which  Raby  had  expatiated  with  such 
triumphant  delight?  Was  she  to  wound, 
to  stab  him  in  the  tenderest  feelings  of  his 
nature  ?  Was  she  to  rouse  all  the  indig- 
nant spirit  of  the  injured  husband  in  his 
breast  ?  Was  she  to  destroy  his  peace  of 
mind,  and  his  worldly  comfort  for  ever  ? 
Was  she  to  tell  him  that  he  nourished  a 
riper  in  his  bosom — that  the  affianced  wife 
of  his  soul  had  been  unfaithful  to  his  bed  ? 
Oh !  no,  no  !  it  was  impossible,  it  was  ut- 
terly impossible  for  her  to  do  this;  it 
would  be  cruelty  in  the  extreme — an  act 
of  brutal,  of  savage  barbarity  :  and  should 
she  then  resolve,  did  she  dare  to  let  the 
wicked  triumph  in  guilt?  could  she  still 
see  Raby,  the  credulous,  the  fond  Raby, 
imposed  upon  by  the  specious  blandish- 
ments of  a  designing  and  artful  woman? 

Taking  in  every  circumstance,  I  will 
ask  my  readers  if  there  could  be  a  situation 
of  more  complicated  delicacy  and  diffi- 
culty than  was  that  of  Agnes  Carey  at 
this  eventful  period?  When  Raby  quit- 
ted 
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ted  England,  she  had  looked  upon  herself 
as  his  affianced  bride,  and  in  her  heart  had 
loved  him  as  such ;  and  though  she  had 
not  suffered  him  to  bind  himself  by  any 
ties  or  vows,  yet  she  felt  that  her  con- 
stancy towards  him  would  be  of  an  en- 
during nature.  In  the  regard  of  Agnes 
for  Raby,  there  was  none  of  that  blind  de- 
votion which  exalted  the  object  of  its  af- 
fection into  a  God ;  her  discernment  had 
made  her  intimately  acquainted  with  every 
peculiarity  of  his  character ;  she  had  sin* 
died  its  imperfections  ;  she  believed  that 
she  herself  possessed  some  qualities  which 
he  had  not,  but  which  might  assist  in  ren- 
dering their  union  more  prosperous ;  the 
romance  of  his  disposition  would  be  tem- 
pered by  the  calm  rationality  of  hers  ;  his 
impassioned  enthusiasm  by  something 
which  had  frequently  been  termed  reserve 
in  her  manner ;  in  fact,  she  believed  that 
she  should  be  adding  to  his  happiness  by 
uniting  her  fate  with  his ;  and  she  loved 
him  better  than  she  did  any  human  being, 
E  3  now 
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now  that  he  was  all  that  was  left  to  her  of 
kindred,  of  affinity,  of  claim,  of  connec- 
tion, now  that  her  beloved  Anne  had 
flown  to  heaven. 

I  saw  how  she  conducted  herself  when 
she  received  the  intelligence  of  his  mar- 
riage with  another,  and  I  related  it  to  my 
readers.  1  then  could  see,  and  should  have 
plainly  discerned  (even  though  my  worthy 
proprietor,  Mr.  Prune,  had  excluded  me 
from  all  window  peeps)  that  it  was  her 
fears  for  the  happiness  of  Raby,  and  not 
her  own  disappointment,  which  was  the 
chief  source  of  her  pain;  some  "  natural 
tears  she  shed,"  for  I  do  not  present  her  as 
a  superhuman  being ;  but  her  great  cause 
of  anxiety  was  Raby ;  her  knowledge  of 
his  disposition  led  her  to  fear  that  imagi- 
nation and  passion  might  have  outstepped 
reason  and  prudence  in  this  hasty  connec- 
tion ;  but  all  this  I  have  probably  told  my 
readers  before ;  they  must  excuse  my  gar- 
rulity, I  am  apt  to  be  tedious ;  in  perusing  ' 
me,  they  will  have  discovered  that  the  old 

adage 
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is  not  devoid  of  meaning,  which' 
gives  a  sort  of  prohibitory  caution  in  the 
form  of — "  You  will  bring  an  old  house 
about  ycur  ears." 

Not  that  /  look  old,  or  that  I  am  the 
least  time-woni;     but  I  will  have   dene 

with  this  rubbish The  bcmevolence  of 

Agnes  had  been  extended  to  a  stranger, 
when  her  own  heart  was  a  prey  to  sorrow ; 
the  distress  of  that  stranger,  and  her  appa- 
rently forlorn  situation,  had  excited  a  sub- 
sequent interest  in  her  bosom ;  the  mys- 
tery which  veiled  every  circumstance  of 
her  past,  and  every  conjecture  concerning 
her  future  life,  had  unavoidably  created 
some  suspicions  which  were  not  very  fa- 
vourable; but  nothing  like — nothing  which 
had  the  remotest  affinity  to  the  truth,  had 
arisen  in  the  pure  mind  of  Agnes;  and 
surprise  and  direful  consternation  were 
consequently  at  this  period  amongst  her 
mingled  sensations, 

"  And  why,"  thought  Agnes,  "  why 

should  I  awaken  Raby  from  a  dream  of 

E  4  enchantment 
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enchantment  which  may  continue  during 
the  remainder  of  his  life  ?  why  should  he 
have  to  accuse  me  of  lifting  up  the  veil  of 
delusion  from  his  eyes,  and  making  him  a 
wretch  for  ever?  and  if  I  were  to  declare 
my  suspicions,  though  convincing,  terribly 
convincing  to  my  own  mind,  could  I  be 
sure  that  they  would  be  so  to  others? 
and  my  interference,  how  degrading  to 
myself!  how  indelicate  an  appearance 
must  it  wear,  considering  the  previous  cir- 
cumstances !  Oh,  no!"  and  she  put  her 
hand  to  her  eyes,  as  if  then  feeling  the 
confusion  which  must  overpower  her  at 
such  an  interference — "  Oh,  no !  it  is  im- 
possible." 

The  first  wrish  of  Agnes  Carey,  after  she 
had  made  this  discovery,  was,  I  really  be- 
lieve, an  immediate  return  to  myself;  and 
the  reader  is  well  aware  of  my  disposition 
to  receive  her;  but  on  second  thoughts  she 
found  that  it  required  more  resolution 
than  she  possessed  to  quit  Cheltenham  at 
this  period.     It  was  not  her  intention  to 

accuse, 
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accuse,  or  to  convict  the  guilty  wife  of 
Raby,  but  if  by  her  presence,  by  her 
watchful  scrutiny,  she  could  teach  her 
that  she  must  not  venture  farther,  that  if 
the  past  was  irremediable,  the  future 
would  bear  with  it  an  awful  responsibility 
— that  she  had  an  observer  of  her  actions — 

a "  And  am  I  then  degraded  to  a  spy," 

would  Agnes  say,  "  a  spy  in  such  a  case  ! 
Oh !  may  I  never  discover  any  thing  which 
I  would  wish  to  hide ! — Oh,  may  each  re- 
volving day  and  hour  lessen  my  fears  and 
my  suspicions !  may  each  passing  moment 
teach  me  to  distrust  the  evidence  of  my 
senses !  and  may  I  at  length  be  led  to  be- 
lieve that  the  mysterious  stranger  and  the 
wife  of  Raby  were  twro  distinct  beings  in 
creation !" 

But  nothing  of  this  nature  took  place  ; 
it  was  quite  impossible  for  Agnes  to  avoid 
a  frequent  interchange  of  visits,  and  an 
appearance  of  intimacy  with  the  Rabys  ; 
if  she  did  not  go  to  them,  Raby  invariably 
brought  his  wife  to  her;  and  though  Mrs. 
e  5  Raby 
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Raby  had  apparently  nothing  to  fear  from 
Agnes,  as  the  first  rencontre  was  passed, 
and  no  recognition  had  taken  place,  yet 
there  was  always  a  restraint  in  her  man- 
ner and  behaviour,  as  well  as  in  that  of 
Agnes ;  she  seerked  to  fear  the  next  ques- 
tion of  Miss  Carey,  and  to  avoid  every  op- 
portunity that  presented  itself  for  a  tete-a- 
tete,  but  was  never  averse  to  leaving  her 
with  Raby  for  hours  together. 

"  She  confides  in  my  secresy,"  said  Ag- 
nes, "  and  I  will  not,  I  dare  not  betray 
her.  She  once  said,  "  I  admire  your  spi- 
rit,' I  will  now  teach  her  to  say,  though 
she  may  say  it  mentally,  *  I  admire  your 
conduct"  Various,  of  course,  were  the  lit- 
tle gossipping  remarks  which  were  made 
at  Cheltenham,  on  seeing  these  two  ladies 
together,  as  it  was  well  known  that  one  of 
them  had  superseded  the  other ;  few  per- 
sons could  appreciate  the  magnanimous 
mind  of  Agnes — not  one  of  them  could 
analyse  her  secret  feelings  ! — Variety  is  a 
ruling  foible  in  human  nature,  and  it  is 

not 
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not  confined  to  one  sex — Raby  could  not 
but  see  that  there  was  not  that  confidence 
and  entire  congeniality  in  the  intercourse 
between  Clara  and  Agnes  which  there 
might  have  been — and  how  did  he  trans- 
late it?  Ah!  man,  man!  prone  to  exalt 
thyself,  and  thine  own  pretensions — he  re- 
membered his  tacit  engagement  to  Agnes, 
and  while  in*  her  reserve  towards  Clara  he 
read  a  latent  and  unsubdued  attachment 
for  himself,  in  the  conduct  of  Clara  he 
saw  the  anxious,  the  jealous  fears  of  one 
who  loves  with  the  most  impassioned^  af- 
fection, and  dreads  even  the  appearance  of 
a  rival.  Kaby's  was,  upon  the  whole,  an 
amiable  character;  we  will  not  say  that  he 
was  pleased,  therefore,  at  thus  believing 
himself  the  object  of  such  tender  solici- 
tude in  both  his  wife  and  his  friend ;  but 
it  did  not  give  him  the  concern  which 
perhaps  it  ought  to  have  done  with  regard 
to  Agnes ;  and  on  the  side  of  his  wife,  it 
made  him  doat  upon  her  with  the  most 
extravagant  passion.  It  never  struck  hini 
e  6  as 
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as  an  incongruity  on  the  part  of  Clara, 
that  while  she  seemed  distrait  and  embar- 
rassed in  the  society  of  Agnes,  she  exhibit- 
ed no  signs  of  uneasiness  at  his  visiting 
her,  and  walking  with  her  alone,  for  he 
translated  this  (as  all  persons  do  at  times) 
in  the  way  most  gratifying  to  his  own  feel- 
ings— "  Clara  has  full  confidence  in  me ; 
she  knows  my  entire  devotion  to  herself, 
and  she  is  well  aware  of  the  virtuous  pu- 
rity of  Miss  Carey ;  but  such  is  the  refined 
nature  of  her  affection,  and  its  highly- 
strung  sensibility,  tnat  when  in  my  pre- 
sence, she  cannot  feel  easy  at  seeing  any 
part  of  my  attention  bestowed  on  another." 
Raby  did  not  analyse  farther,  or  he  would 
have  gotten  into  new  difficulties,  for  how 
was  it  that  Mrs.  Raby  seemed  never  bet- 
ter pleased  than  when  she  had  succeeded 
in  engaging  Agnes  and  Raby  at  chess,  and 
was  herself  lounging  on  a  sofa  at  a  distant 
part  of  the  room  ?  Alas !  she  could  trust 
every  thing  but  her  eyes  and  her  tongue 
with  Agnes  Carey. 

Agnes 


THE  REVEAEER  OF  SECRETS.  85 

Agnes  found  the  conversation  of  Mrs. 
Raby  of  a  different  complexion  to  that  of 
her  incognita  guest ;  London,  its  amuse- 
ments, its  parties,  its  delights,  was  the 
theme  of  her  discourse,  and  she  seemed  to 
have  entered  into  all  its  pleasures,  with  an 
avidity  winch  gave  a  direct  contradiction 
to  the  statement  of  Raby ;  and  even  at 
Cheltenham,  and  but  just  reunited  to  her 
husband,  that  husband  having  lost  an 
arm  in  the  service  of  his  country,  and  his 
health  being  still  in  a  precarious  state, 
even  at  Cheltenham,  she  entered  into  a 
promiscuous  round  of  visiting,  and  seemed 
always  to  have  an  excuse  at  hand  for  ac- 
cepting every  invitation,  and  for  joining 
in  every  party  of  amusement- 

Mrs.  Fairland  came  down  to  Chelten- 
ham immediately  after  the  Rabys,  and  her 
appearance  seemed  to  immerse  them  in 
compleat  bustle,  gaiety,  and  dissipation » 
This  lady  was  that  friend  of  Mrs.  Des- 
mond whose  letter  (or  part  of  whose  let- 
ter) had  been  read  in  my  hearing  by  that 

lady 
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lady  to  Mrs.  Stanford  and  Hammond. 
The  reader  will  please  to  recollect  that  I 
have  been  going  back  a  little  in  time,  in- 
order  to  give  this  account  of  my  favourite. 
Miss  Carey.  Agnes  had  been  introduced 
to  Mrs.  Fairland  by  the  Rabys ;  like  her 
friend,  Mrs.  Desmond,  this  lady  aimed,  at 
notoriety  in  every  practicable  way  ;  with 
more  ready  powers  of  conversation,  a 
larger  income,  a  younger  and  a  hand- 
somer woman  than  Mrs.  Desmond,  the 
intimacy  might  have  appeared  extraordi- 
nary, only  that  to  those  who  had  an  op- 
portunity of  observing  the  peculiarities  of 
each  character,  there  were  some  shades  of 
difference,  where  they  sought  distinction 
in  separate  paths. 

On  Mrs.  Desmond's  return  from  her 
short  secession  to  "  the  House  that  Jack  ■ 
built,"  it  was  not  in  the  nature  of  her  con- 
fidential communications,  even  to  her 
friend  Mrs.  Fairland,  to  talk  of  the  econo- 
mizing plan  which  had  carried  her  thither, 
and  which  had  been  rendered  abortive  by 

the 
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the  fright  she  had  taken  at  the  illness  of 
Hammond,  but  it  was  quite  in  the  spirit 
of  their  friendship  to  speak  of  the  disap- 
pointment she  had  experienced  in  not 
being  able  to  compleat  her  epic  in  my 
"  Elysian  shades"  Mrs.  Fairland  sym- 
pathized with  her  dear  friend,  but  more, 
as  she  avowed,  with  the  public,  on  the  uni- 
versal disappointment  this  must  occasion ; 
but  Mrs.  Desmond  had  a  reserve  in  store 
— she  declared  it  to  be  her  present  inten- 
tion to  publish  the  remains  of  Hammond. 

"  The  poor  wretch  is  dead  then,"  said 
Mrs.  Fairland. 

"  Oh,  of  course  he  is  ere  this ;  and  no 
time  must  be  lost  in  bringing  out  my  pro- 
posals for  his  remains,  otherwise  I  shall  be 
forestalled,  for  people  are  always  on  the 
watch  for  the  dissolution  of  early  genius." 

"  Oh  yes,"  said  Mrs.  Fairland;  "  in 
this  case  they  almost  outstep  the  under- 
takers ;  because  the  funeral  obsequies  are 
for  the  most  part  made  on  paper  when  a 
poor  poet  dies." 

"  Nothing 
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"  Nothing  can  be  more  interesting  or 
fashionable  than  *  remains'  are  at  this 
era,"  said  Mrs.  Desmond ;  "  and  /  who 
have  had  opportunities  of  studying  the 
character,  of  watching  the  energies  of  poor 
melancholy  Hammond's  mind,  /  am  cer- 
tainly the  proper " 

"  You  are  the  only  person  to  bring  them 
out  with  eclat"  said  Mrs.  Fairland. 

"  The  remains  of  James  Hammond,  a  na- 
tive of  Hibernia,  elicited  by  Mrs.  Dan  vers. 
Desmond — What  think  you  of  this  in 
a  titlepage  ?" 

"  Excellent,  excellent!"  replied  Mrs. 
Fairland;  "  and  your  materials?" 

"  Oh,  they  are  easily  collected;  a  short 
sketch  of  his  life,  his  character,  his  opi- 
nions, his  misfortunes,  his  ill-fated  passion 
for  a  lady  in  a  higher  sphere  of  life  ;"  and 
she  looked  in  a  significantly  conscious  man- 
ner towards  her  friend. 

"  I  thought  so ;  I  could  have  pawned 
my  life  on  it,"  said  Mrs.  Fairland  ;  but  the 
turn  of  her  eye  had  an  expression  of  ridi- 
cule 
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cule  in  it  which  the  Desmond  did  not  ob- 
serve. 

"  I  must  give  a  description  of  his  per- 
son, his  manners,  the  sad  catastrophe  of 
his  death — work  it  up  pathetically — give 
some  annotations  and  remarks — make  al- 
lusions to  Collins,  Savage,  Chatterton,  and 
Burns ;  give  a  fac  simile — a  few  fragments 
of  poetry,  and  extracts  of  letters  ;  and 
making  a  few  comparisons  and  critical  re- 
marks, some  elegiac  stanzas  may  conclude 
the  work  with  eclat ;  while  a  portrait  of 
the  genius  whom  they  commemorate  must 
grace  the  frontispiece — It  will  take — I  am 
sure  it  will  take — and  the  disappointment 
of  my  epic  will  be  forgotten ." 

"  I  have  no  doubt  of  it,"  said  Mrs.  Fair- 
land — her  friend  was  too  warm  in  the  sub- 
ject to  understand  the  equivoque 

Mrs.  Fairland  did  not  pretend  to  au- 
thorship herself,  but  she  flattered  Mrs\ 
Desmond  on  her  literary  talents,  and  had 
the  art  of  drawing  her  out  for  the  observa- 
tion and  amusement  of  others,  and  even 
assisted  in  raising  the  mirth  which  her 

folly 
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folly  and  egotism  excited,  without  being 
perceived  by  her  dear  friend.  It  was  ab- 
solutely necessary  to  Mrs.  Fairland  to 
have  the  attention  of  the  other  sex ;  and 
as  Mrs.  Desmond  had  an  indiscriminate 
and  very  general  acquaintance,  a  new  in- 
troduction had  been  frequently  facilitated 
through  her  means;  and  Mrs.  Fairland  had 
added  a  name  famous  for  genius  or  science 
to  her  list,  whom  the  charms  of  her  exte- 
rior, or  the  pleasantry  of  her  conversation, 
would  not  have  attracted  in  the  first  in- 
stance, but  who  had  felt  it  impossible  to 
withstand  the  advances  of  Mrs.  Desmond, 
where  they  had  been -directly  made,  and 
the  reason  avowed — "  the  fame  of  superior 
abilities,"  or  "  the  desire  of  receiving  in- 
formation," or  "  the  gratification  to  be 
Hoped  for  in  a  nearer  view  of  high  intel- 
lectual acquirements;"  these  had  frequent- 
ly been  found  irresistible  passports  even 
to  men  of  real  genius,  for  the  human  mind 
is  still  open  to  flattery — and  when  the  er- 
ror had  been  discovered,  and  when  even 

sickened 
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sickened  of  the  mawkish  folly  of  the  Des- 
mond, still  there  was  no  power  of  retreat, 
and  a  second  impost  had  been  levied  on 
time  and  attention  for  her  dearest  Mrs. 
Fairland. 

Colonel  Fairland  was  an  active  and  spi- 
rited officer,  and  a  man  of  honour ;  bred 
to  arms  from  his  youth,  he  wa3  in  truth  an 
hero ;  and  while  fighting  the  battles  of  his 
country,  he  had  no  effeminate  solicitude 
in  regard  to  Mrs.  Fairland,.  though  she 
was  many  years  his  junior;  he  married, 
her  because  she  was  very  beautiful,  and  it 
was  fit  that  the  wife  of  colonel  Fairland 
should  be  admired ;  and  to  do  her  justice, 
her  aim  was  to  attract  admiration  to  its 
fullest  extent ;  no  culpability  was  attached 
to  her  conduct,  yet  it  was  not  the  conduct 
by  which  an  English  matron  would  have 
sought  to  have  distinguished  herself  in 
former  times,  while  her  lord  was  exposed 
to  the  perils  and  dangers  of  war ;  it  was 
not  the  conduct  which  ought  to  have  dis- 
tinguished the  companion  of  the  youthful 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Raby ;  but  Raby  had  not  staid  io 
examine  consequences,  in  his  eagerness  to 
send  Clara  to  England ;  and  though  impe- 
tuous haste  was  a  leading  trait  of  his  cha- 
racter, yet  in  this  instance,  perhaps  there 
could  not  have  been  abetter  arrangement 
for  her  convenience  and  safety.  The  close 
intimacy  which  would  ensue  between  the 
two  ladies,  Clara's  wish  of  remaining  in 
the  midst  of  the  gaieties  of  the  metropolis, 
were  not  foreseen  by  him ;  neither  were 
the  temptations  foreseen  to  which  the  un- 
stable Clara  was  exposed. 

Frequently  did  the  reason  of  Agnes 
prompt  her  to  quit  Cheltenham,  while  her 
fears  and  her  suspicions  painfully  withheld 
her ;  she  felt  herself  the  associate  of  a  wo- 
man (if  she  were  indeed  her  incognita 
guest,  and  she  could  not  doubt  it)  who 
ought  not  to  be  countenanced  by  any  of 
her  sex,  whose  criminality  almost  exceed- 
ed the  bounds  of  probability,  whose  art 
and  duplicity  were  almost  unparallelled. 

"What  boots  it,"  thought  Agnes,  while 

pursuing 
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'pursuing  these  ruminations,  "  what  boots 
it  that  her  guilt  is  concealed  from  the 
world  ?  Is  it  the  less  flagrant  on  that  ac- 
count ?  It  is  known  to  me — the  Almighty 
sees  me  continuing  '  fellowship  with  the 
deceitful;'  deceitful  myself  in  holding 
communion  with  a  woman  whom  my  heart 
despises  and  contemns." 

And  yet  the  idea  of  leaving  Raby  the 
unsuspecting  victim  of  such  art,  the 
anxious  desire  she  felt  to  scrutinize  the 
present  behaviour  of  Mrs.  Raby,  chained 
her  to  the  place,  even  while  the  beneficial 
effects  she  had  hoped  from  the  waters 
were  entirely  done  away,  by  the  incessant 
tumult  of  her  mind,  and  her  looks  were 
daily  changing  for  the  worse,  her  form 
fading,  her  spirits  drooping.  In  her  own 
breast  was  the  secret  confined  which  had 
thus  the  power  of  blighting  her  health 
and  withering  her  happiness ;  not  even  to 
Mrs.  Stanford  did  she  dare  to  breathe  a 
suspicion  of  the  horrible  discovery  she  had 
made;  and  it  was  this  solitary  conceal- 
ment, 
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ment,  this  want  of  the  counsel,  the  sym- 
pathy, and  the  consolation  of  her  friend, 
which  added  to  the  bitterness  of  her  pre- 
sent feelings. 

In  general  the  judgment  of  Agnes  Ca- 
rey was  good,  and  her  perception  between 
right  and  wrong  was  prompt  and  decided; 
the  former  was  seen  and  followed,  the  lat- 
ter noticed  only  to  be  avoided ;  but  here, 
here  was  a  solitary  instance  where  she 
scarcely  knew  whether  she  were  pursuing 
the  right  or  the  wrong  path.  Might  not 
justice  demand  her  disclosure  of  Mrs. 
Raby's  guilt  ?  might  not  a  foolish  weak- 
ness for  Raby,  a  fear  of  disturbing  his 
happiness,  a  fear  of  having  her  interference 
attributed  to  the  wrong  cause,  might  not 
some  or  all  of  these  induce  her  silence  ? 
And  though  she  laid  a  *  nattering  unc- 
tion to  her  soul"  in  the  reflection  that  Mrs. 
Raby  was  not  now  pursuing  a  life  of  in- 
famy, yet  in  her  eagerness  to  partake  in 
every  scene  of  pleasurable  amusement,  of 
pleasurable  folly,  was  it  not  pretty  evident 

that 
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that  sorrow  for  the  past  (now  that  she  had 
no  fears  for  the  future,  in  the  conviction 
of  Agnes's  secresy)  did  not  disturb  a 
breast  where  repentance  was  still  a  stran- 
ger? 

I  believe  I  am  in  great  danger  of  wea- 
rying my  readers,  but  I  wish  to  shew  them 
the  trials  which  the  virtuous  Agnes  met 
with,  and  the  struggles  of  her  mind ;  I 
wish  to  shew  them  that  the  greatest  trials 
are  frequently  those  which  the  world  sees 
not;  and  that  these,  if  met  with  proper  for- 
titude, will  be  rewarded  openly  by  Him 
who  allots  them  to  his  creatures.  But  that 
reward  is  frequently  reserved  for  another 
world,  on  which  the  eye  of  faith  is  firmly 
fixed ;  remembering  in  the  midst  of  pre- 
sent affliction  that  "  here  we  have  no 
abiding-place."  But  a  truce  with  this 
preaching,  or  my  readers  will  surely  de- 
clare that  the  House  that  Jack  built  was  a 
conventicle. 

CHAP. 
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CHAPTER  V. 


A  shower  of  rain  had  one  morning  driven 
the  company  into  the  room  on  the  walk; 
Agnes  was  instantly  joined  by  Mrs.  Fair- 
land,  who  bringing  up  Mrs.  Desmond,  in- 
troduced her.  Agnes  was  not  surprised  at 
seeing  this  lady  at  Cheltenham,  as  a  letter 
from  Mrs.  Stanford  had  recently  informed 
her  of  her  hasty  and  unfeeling  departure 
from  me,  and  of  Hammond's  amendment ; 
at  the  same  time,  she  had  perused  some 
interesting  sketches  of  that  young  man's 
character,  and  had  read  with  genuine  sa- 
tisfaction the  benevolent  intentions  of  Mr. 
Stanford  in  his  favour. 

"  Here  is  the  lady  you  wished  so  much 
to  see,  said  Mrs.  Fairland  ;  "  this  is  Miss 

Carey, 
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Carey,  to  whom  I  have  great  pleasure  in 
introducing  my  friend,  Mrs.  Desmond." 

Mrs.  Desmond  stared  at  the  uncon- 
scious Agnes,  as  if  for  the  outward  marks 
of  that  superiority  of  which  she  had  heard 
so  much  while  with  me,  but  she  did  not 
appear  to  have  discovered  them — "  I  am 
indebted  to  you,  madam,  I  believe,"  said 
Mrs.  Desmond,  "  for  a  temporary  resi- 
dence in  your  Petite  Trianon;  nothing 
but  the  direst  necessity  would  have  in- 
duced me  to  quit  it  so  suddenly,  but  it 
was  infected  by  a  pestilential  malady." 

Agnes  stared,  and  was  at  a  loss  for  an 
explanation,  for  the  "  Petite  Trianon,"  and 
"  the  House  that  Jack  built,"  were  such 
different  designations  for  the  same  place, 
that  she  must  have  failed  to  have  recog- 
nised  me  under  my  new  title,  if  Mrs.  Fair- 
land  had  not  previously  made  the  name  of 
Desmond  very  audible:  she  almost  smiled 
as  she  answered — "  I  was  sorry  to  learn 
the   occasion  of  your   precipitate  retreat 

vol.  in.  f  from 
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from  that  place,  but  I  do  not  imagine  the 
poor  gentleman's  disease  to  have  been  in- 
fectious. 

"  Nor  was  it,"  said  a  short,  fat, 
round  man,  in  a  blue  coat  with  yellow 
bu Lions,  scarlet  waistcoat,  with  boots,  and 
knees  "crossed  with  green  gartering,  who 
now  stood  before  the  ladies,  and  whose 
grotesque  appearance,  followed  as  he  was 
by  a  little,  thin,  pallid  and  awkwardly- 
dresscd  female,  attracted  the  eyes  of  the 
whole  group  of  fashionables  who  had  been 
drawn  together  by  the  conversation  of 
I'd  is.  Fairland,  the  egotism  of  Mrs.  Des- 
mond, and  the  beaut;/  of  Mrs.  Raby.  The 
reader  will  have  recognised  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Prune-. 

"  '..  is   it,"  said  Prune,  addressing 

Mrs,  E  I;  "  there  was  nothing  at  all 

infectious  in  the  house,  you  may  take  my 
word  (or  it,  madam/' 

"  Sir,  this  is  so  singular  an  interrup- 
tion— the  interference  of  a  third  person,  in 
a  conversation  the  subject  of  which  he 
must  of  necessity  be  a  stranger  to." 

"  Not 
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u  Xot  at  all,  ma'am — not  at  all ;  by  no 
means  a  stranger?' 

"  Really  this  liberty — I  am  so  wholly 
unused  to  any  thing  of  the  kind." 

Prune  now  raised  his  voice,  at  least 
three  notes  above  Mrs.  Desmond's. 

"  As  I  take  it,  madam,  you  are  talking 
to  that  there  young  lady." 

Mrs.  Desmond  did  not  like  the  term 
young  applied  to  Agnes,  as  it  appeared  in 
contradistinction  to  herself.  She  was  con- 
fident in  her  own  mind  of  looking  at 
least  ten  years  younger  than  Miss  Carey  ; 
she  did  not  understand  the  stress  which 
the  vulgar  man  laid  on  the  word  young, 
— "  I  believe  he  is  deranged,"  said  she, 
trying  to  escape  from  Prune,  and  shelter- 
ing herself  behind  Camilla  and  Theresa 
Olive,  who  w ere  standing  near  her;  but 
these  girls,  to  whom  any  thing  in  the 
shape  of  mischief  was  desirable,  moved  to 
the  right  and  left,  in  order  to  give  Prune 
an  opportunity  of  getting  nearer  to  her, 
and  of  this  he  freely  availed  himself,  ac- 
F  2  tuallv 
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tually  making  his  way  through  the  com- 
pany, and  pinning  the  astonished  and  mor- 
tified Mrs.  Desmond  to  the  wall,  while  he 
made  his  story  good.  Mrs.  Prune  had 
followed  him,  as  in  duty  bound,  and  stood 
directly  behind  him,  his  broad  back  en- 
tirely sheltering  her  from  the  observation 
of  Mrs.  Desmond. 

Agnes,  whose  natural  good  nature  would 
have  prompted  her  to  have  borne  part  of 
this  attack,  had  been  fairly  pushed  aside 
by  the  two  Olives,  while  a  crowded  circle 
was  formed  round  Mrs.  Desmond  and 
Prune,  who  looked  like  two  combatants 
on  the  point  of  engaging  in  battle ;  no- 
thing could  exceed  the  mortification  and 
disgust  of  "  the  Desmond,"  at  seeing  her- 
self exposed  to  the  address  of  such  an  un- 
derbred, low  man,  in  the  presence  of  so 
many  of  the  persons  of  fashion  who  were 
then  at  Cheltenham. 

"No  offence,  ma'am,  I  hope,"  said  Prune; 
"  1  hope  I  do  not  frighten  you  neither ; 
but  I  know  very  well  what  I  am  saying ; 

I  heard 
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I  heard  that  ladv  over  there  in  the  red  fur- 
below  thing  call  you  Mrs.  Desmond,  to 
that  young  lady  that  is  now  moved  away  ; 
and  as  I  take  it,  and  I  think  I  am  not  like- 
ly to  be  wrong,  you  two  were  beginning 
to  talk  of  '  the  House  that  Jack  built,'  as 
'tis  called,  down  in  Glostershire,  and  that 
you,  madam,  have  been  living  there  for 
the  last  two  or  three  months." 

The  confusion  of  Mrs.  Desmond  was 
discernible  through  her  rouge ;  the  idea  of 
being  thus  accosted,  of  having  the  place  of 
her  retreat  thus  announced  to  the  world, 
she  who  had  been-  used  to  talk  of  show 
places,  attic  villas,  and  cottages  ornee, 
nothing  could  be  so  mortifying — it  was 
horrifying  in  the  extreme. 

"  Now  to  come  to  the  point,  madam, 
the  question  is,  am  I  right,  or  am  I  not  ? 
that's  all  in  the  world — I  only  ask  you  that 
there?" 

"  Sir,  you  really  have  paralysed  me  by 
your  uncouth  address." 

"  Not  at  all,  not  at  all,  I  hope,  ma'am. 
F  3  My 
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My  name  is  Simon  Prune,  a  name  pretty 
well  known,  ma'am,  in  the  House  that 
Jack  built,  and  in  all  the  parish  of  Chizzle, 
Glostershire,  for  the  matter  of  that,  to  say 
nothing  of  Lunnon,  and  Bishopsgate  With- 
out ;  you  havo  heard  my  name  frequently, 
im,  I'll  answer  for  it  you  have;  and — 
why  now  I  suppose  you  find  out  I  am 
right  in  saying  and  maintaining  that  there 
was  nothing  like  a  ccntageous  disorder  in 
the  House  that  Jack  built." 

"  From  what  premises  you  draw  your 
conclusion,  I  am  quite  at  a  loss  to  guess, 
sir." 

"  Why,  madam,  from  the  prevnises 
themselves — why  I  was  myself  at  the 
House  that  Jack  built  but  the  very  day 
before  yesterday — wasn't  I,  wife  ?"  as  if 
referring   to   an  oracle,   and   the  oracle's 

voice  came  to  the  ear  of  Mrs.  Desmond 

i 

like  that  of  the  invisible  lady,  for  she  saw 
not  the  object  which  in  a  slow  movement, 
but  in  a  shrill  key,  replied—"  You  vas, 
Simon." 

The 


The  two  Olives  bmst  into  a  horselaugh, 
which  put  the  poor  woman  into  a  nervous 
tremor. 

Agnes,  who  irom  her  distant  position 
had  can -i.t  enough  of  the  conversation  to 
recognise  Prune  for  her  landlord,  and  who 
none  of  that  false  pride  which  pre- 
vented her  from  acknowledging  it,  gently 
making  her  way  to  his  side,  said — w  I  be- 
lieve, Mr.  Prune,  I  have  the  best  claim  to 
your  acquaintance;  my  name  is  Carey;  1 
am  your  tenant  at  the  House  that  Jack 
built,  though  that  lady  occupied 'it  for  a 
short  time." 

"  Ha,  ha,  ha  !"  wagging  his  double  chin, 
"  I  am  right  at  last  then,  ma'am ;  to  say 
the  truth,  Simon  Prune  is  seldom  wrong. 
How  d'ye  do,  Miss  Carey  ?  I  hope  I  see 
you  well,  ma'am  ?  I  am  very  glad  to  have 
the  pleasure  of  meeting  you,  ma'am, " 
making  her  a  lower  bow  than  was  cus- 
tomary with  him,  in  order  to  evince  his 
respect  for  his  legitimate  tenant — "  Well, 
F  4  ma'am," 
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ma'am,"  again  turning  towards  Mrs.  Des- 
mond, "  and  now  you  see  that  we  know 
who's  who,  as  I  may  say,  I  must  tell  you 
that  there  was  no  infectious  distemper  in 
the  House  that  Jack  built;  and  that  if 
you  had  staid  there  till  this  time,  you 
would  not  have  been  the  worse,  that  is, 
in  your  health — Browning  was  telling  me 
all  about  it  only  the  day  before  yesterday, 
wasn't  he,  love  ?" 

Again  the  voice  of  the  oracle — "  He  vas, 
Simon." 

Again  the  horselaugh  of  the  two  Olives. 

"  The  poor  poet  has  been  removed  to 
Mr,  Stanford's,  I  find;  a  poet  I  think 
they  called  him." 

"  Previous  to  interment,  I  conclude; 
poor  ill-fated  youth  i"  said  Mrs.  Des- 
mond. 

"  No,  madam :  bless  your  heart  and 
soul,  what  are  you  talking  about  ?  not  a 
bit  like  it— -he  is  nearly  as  well  as  ever  he 
was  in  his  life ;  and  now  that  he  has  fresh 

air. 
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air,  and  is  allowed  the  use  of  his  legs]  by 
what  Browning  tells  me,  he  is  likely  to  live 
these  fifty  years." 

"  Oh,  tvhat  a  disappointment !"  cried 
Mrs.  Fairland,  who  enjoyed  this  scene 
more  than  was  strictly  consistent  even 
with  her  professed  friendship  for  Mrs.  Des- 
mond ;  "  what  will  become  of  his  remains 
now  ?" 

"  Bless  my  soul,  ladies,"  cried  Prune, 
"  there  is  no  convincing  you ;  you  seem, 
to  be  all  in  a  mistake — I  do  assure  jjouw 
upon  the  word  of  a  man,  that  the  person 
you  speak  of  is  on  the  recovery ;  nay,  I 
may  say,  is  recovered." 

"  This  is  the  most  extraordinary  decla- 
ration I  ever  heard,"  said  Mrs.  Desmond. 

"  It  is  rather  so  indeed,"  said  Mrs. 
Dornton,  for  Mrs.  Desmond  had  already 
exhibited  her  proposals  for  editing  the  re- 
mains of  James  Hammond,  a  native  of 
Hibernia,  and  had  already  received  many 
guinea  subscriptions  for  the  projected 
work.  The  smile  was  infectious  which 
f  5  Mrs* 
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Mrs.  Fairland  began,  and  watched  as  it 
went  round  the  room. 

Prune  having  now,  as  he  thought,  suc- 
ceeded in  establishing  my  character,  was 
about  to  elbow  himself'  back  again  through 
the  company ;  but,  as  if  recollecting  him- 
self, after  having  retrograded  a  few  paces, 
he  again  stopped,  saying — "  Now  that  you 
two  ladies  are  here  together,  who  both 
may  be  supposed  to  know  somewhat  of 
that  there  country,  and  of  the  House  that 
Jack  built,  as  we  call  it,  I  nr:st  ask  you 
both  one  question,  of  a  thing  which  has 
dwelt  upon  my  mind  for  some  time,  and 
for  the  reason  of  its  being  rather,  as  I  may 
say,  an  extraordinary  thing.  But  I 
in  the  first  place  ask  yov,  ma'am — I  mean 
you,  Mrs.  Desmond,  for  that  was  a  thing 
which  3-011  must  have  been  likely  to  have 
remarked — now  do  you  recollect  if  this 
gentleman  poet  of  yours,  just  before,  or 
perhaps,  we  may  say,  a  day  or  two  be) 
his  illness — do  you  recollect  any  thing  of 
his  having  eat  any  thing  which  disagreed 

with 
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with  his  stomach  ?  Be  so  good  as  to  con- 
sider one  moment,  ma'am,  before  you 
speak." 

The  expression  of  Mrs.  Desmond's  dis- 
gust and  surprise  cannot  be  done  justice 
to — "  How  is  it  possible,  sir,  for  me  to  an- 
swer you  ?  the  concerns  of  mere  animal 
life  are  of  such  slight  and  trivial  import — " 

"  Nay,  madam,  for  the  matter  of  that  I 
ask  your  pardon ;  but  I  really  must  say, 
that  I  think  time  is  much  better  bestowed 
in  keeping  life  and  soul  together,  than  in 
embalming  remains,  which  had  much  bet- 
ter have  christian  burial,  and  be  put  un- 
der the  earth  at  once ;  out  of  sight,  out  of 
mind,  /  say." 

"  What  gross  misconception  !"  said  Mrs. 
Desmond. 

h  Nay,  for  the  matter  of  that,  I'll  tell 
you  my  reason  for  asking  the  question, 
ma'am,  and  I  appeal  to  all  this  good  com- 
pany whether  it  is  not  a  very  natural 
thing  for  a  man  to  wish  to  have  his  mind 
made  easy  upon  a  particular  point,  which 
F  6  has 
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has  posed  all  the  medicals  in  Bishopsgate- 
street  Without ;  hasn't  it,  my  dear  ?" 

"  It  have,  Simon." 

"  You,  ma'am,"  said  he,  now  addressing 
himself  to  Mrs.  Baby,  whose  beautiful 
countenance  attracted  his  notice,  "  you  I 
suppose  to  be  an  utter  stranger  to  the  part 
of  the  vorld  we  are  now  talking  about ; 
'tis  a  part  of  this  county  which  is  border- 
ed, vatered  as  I  may  call  it,  by  the  Se- 
vern ;  and  a  fine  river  it  is,  though  it  is 
rather  what  we  may  call  puddly ;  'tis  an 
ugly  river  though  to  cross  sometimes ;  'tis 
apt  to  be  visited  with  squalls — and  I 
would  not  wish  to  have  you  to  try  to  cross 
it  at  the  time  of  the  autumnal  equinox,  I 
assure  you,  ma'am." 

Intuitively  the  eyes  of  Agnes  were 
turned  towards  Clara,  the  deep  crimson  of 
her  cheeks  was  apparent  even  to  Prune, 
who  said — "  Nay,  nay,  don't  be  bashed, 
pretty  Miss ;  I  meant  no  offence  in  the 
whole  vorld  ;  but  I  wished  to  explain  my- 
self to  thts  here  good  company,  so  as  they 

might 
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might  not  go  away  with  half  a  story,  like 
a  sow  with  one  ear." 

Agnes  had  been  nearly  as  much  con- 
fused as  Clara,  but  she  tried  to  look  un- 
concerned. 

"  You  probably,  Miss  Carey,  may  not 
have  been  told  one  of  my  chief  reasons  for 
leaving  of  my  kinsman's  house,  which 
came  to  me  by  law,  and  letting  it  to  you. 
Did  Browning  ever  tell  you  of  it  ?" 

"  No,  sir." 

"  I  thought  as  much,  I  thought  as 
much;  and  perhaps  he  was  right  in  not 
alarming  you:  why,  ma'am,  I  had  great 
advantages  there  to  be  sure ;  and  certain- 
hj  we  must  all  allow,  to  say  no  more  of  it, 
that  the  salmon  caught  in  that  river  is  fine, 
very  fine  indeed ;  but  I  don't  know  how 
it  vas,  there  vas  rather  an  ugly  story 
abroad  concerning  the  salmon;  a  person 
died  in  the  neighbourhood,  and  'twas  said 
he  owed  his  death  to  a  surfeit  he  took  from 
eating  salmon — well,  it  might  be  so,  for 
there  is  no  saying  what  might  happen — I 

shall 
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shall  not  attempt  to  gainsay  it — but  if  the 
fish  was  in  season,  mind,  I  say  in  season, 
and  p*ood  of  its  kind — and  well-dressed — 
observe  ladies,    I    say   well-dressed,    why 
for  the  very  life  of  me  I  can't  see  why  it 
should  have  done  him  an  injury;  and  to 
say  the  truth,  this  is  the  opinion  of  all  the 
medicals  with  us  in  Bishopsgate  Without. 
Now  I  wished  to  ascertain  from  you  two 
ladies,  what  was  your  opinion  upon  the 
subject,  and  whether  you  considered  the 
fish  an  unwholesome  one?  now  if  it  eoirfd 
have  been  proved  by  this  here  lady,  Mrs. 
Desmond,  that  that  there  Mr.  Gentleman 
Poet  had  eaten  hearty  of  salmon  just  be- 
fore, or  a  day  or  two  before  his  illness,  why 
you  know  'twould  have  been  a  case  in 
point  for  the  medicals  with  us ;  however 
it  appears  as  if  you  could  neither  of  you 
speak  to  this,  and  so  the  matter  must  still 
continue  in  doubt  for  the  present;  not 
but  I  shall  still  try  to  sift  to  the  bottom 
of  the  business — not  that,  to  say  the  truth, 
I  much   relished  '  the  House  that  Jack 

built,5 
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built,'  after  that  story  about  the  salmon — 
to  be  always  in  sight  of  the  river  vere  the 
fish  was  taken,  and  to  be  afraid  as  it  were 
to  make  use  of  it,  vas,  to  say  the  least  of 
it,  not  pleasant ;  no,  it  vas  by  no  means 
pleasant ;  however,  I've  got  a  good  tenant; 
and  so,  ladies,  wishing  you  health  and  hap- 
piness, I  remain  your  very  humble  ser- 
vant." 

"  Heaven  be  praised !"  thought  Mrs. 
Desmond,  "  the  vile  animal  is  gone  at 
last." 

Agnes  only  laughed  at  the  rencontre  as 
it  regarded  herself;  Raby  had  enjoyed  the 
scene ;  but  Mrs.  Desmond  now  stole  off, 
for  it  wras  not  quite  convenient  for  her  to 
return  the  subscriptions  at  this  moment. 

"  Oh,  what  will  become  of  mv  guinea!'' 
said  Miss  Fillington. 

"  That  •  remains T  said  Theresa  Olive, 
with  quick  pertness. 

"  Laic,''  said  Camilla,  "  how  odd  !  it  re- 
minds me  of  the  story  which  the  signer 
told  the  other  day,  about  a  woman  who 

cried 
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cried  out  the  last  dying  speech  and  con- 
fession of  a  man  who  was  reprieved." 

"  Or  of  a  poet  whom  I  once  knew,**  said 

Miss ,  "  who,  on  the  eve  of  publishing 

an  ode  on  the  recovery  of  his  fair  one, 
found  out  that  in  consequence  of  a  relapse, 
the  labours  of  his  muse  had  been  rendered 
abortive." 

"  He  needed  only  to  have  changed  the 
title,  relapse  for  recovery — epic  for  re- 
mains" said  Mrs.  Fairland,  "  quite  tanta- 
mount, I  assure  you." 

"  Yes,  if  the  amount  of  the  subscription 
be  the  same"  said  Miss  Fillington,  sarcas- 
tically.. 


CHAP. 
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CHAPTER  VI 


Agnes  was  not  at  a  loss  to  discover  that 
if  her  own  peace  of  mind  suffered  by  ar 
continuance  at  Cheltenham,  her  presence 
inflicted  a  constant  torment  on  Mrs.  Raby ; 
she  saw  the  fearful,  the  hurried  look  with 
which  she  sometimes  was  regarded  by  her; 
and  averse  to  giving  the  slightest  pain  to* 
another,  after  the  Rabys  had  been  a  fort- 
night at  Cheltenham,  she  determined  on 
returning  to  me — "  Could  I  be  sure  that 
repentance  had  found  entrance  in  the 
breast  of  Clara,  I  should  go  with  more 
tranquillity  of  mind,"  thought  Agnes :  "- 1 
see  she  is  unhappy,  miserable,  disquieted, 
but  still  immersed  in  what  the  world  calls 
pleasure ;  1  never  hear  an  expression  or  a 
meaning  fall  from  her  lips,  which  gives  me 

any 
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any  hope  of  a  change  of  character — All  is 
vanity,  trifling,  and  folly,  or  gloom,  si- 
lence, and  inanity." 

Agnes  had  lately  observed  that  Mrs. 
Raby  seldom  called  at  her  house,  never 
unless  she  was  accompanied  by  Raby; 
from  circumstances  which  had  preceded 
this  observation,  she  was  certain  that  Clam 
had  seen  and  recognised  the  female  ser- 
vant by  whom  she  had  been  attended 
during  her  residence  with  me.  *  Agnes 
fervently  hoped  that  the  recognition  might 
not  be  mutual — "  Ah,  what,"  said  sher 
mentally,  "  what  must  be  the  state  of  that 
mind  which  thus  feels  itself  in  danger  of 
being  exposed  to  shame  and  degradation 
by  meeting  the  eye  of  a  servant !" 

But  Raby  would  not  hear  of  Agnes's 
plan  of  quitting  Cheltenham — "  If  you 
go,"  said  he,  "  we  will  follow  you ;  I  really 
do  not  know  that  the  waters  are  of  any 
use  to  me  now;  the  short  period  of  absence 
which  is  allowed  me  shall  be  spent  in  \\\z 
society  of  the  two  individuals  whom  I  love 

best 
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best  in  the  world.  I  hate  London  ;  1  can- 
not carry  Clara  there ;  I  hate  the  vortex 
of  dissipation  into  which  we  have  some- 
how been  plunged  since  we  came  here. 
Agnes,  let  us  go  with  you — let  us  be  your 
guests  at  the  House  that  Jack  built; 
there  will  be  many  things  in  that  part  of 
the  country  to  bespeak  our  attention— all 
will  be  new  to  Clara." 

"  Not  many  things  worthy  of  observa- 
tion I  fear,"  replied  Agnes,  falteringly,  and 
net  daring  to  turn  her  eyes  on  Clara. 

"  Why  you  are  inhospitable,  my  be- 
loved friend;  see,  Clara,  Agnes  does  not 
press  our  coming." 

"  Nobody  can  accuse  Miss  Carey  of  a 
deficiency  in  hospitality,"  said  Clara,  in  a 
quick  and  hurried  manner ;  but  she  would 
have  turned  away,  as  though  she  had  said 
too  much;  but  Raby  cook  her  hand,  and 
pressing  it  tenderly  between  his,  he  said 
— "  Fain  would  I  rivet  the  friendship  of 
two  beings  so  dear  to  me ;  fain  would  I 
ask  your  protection,  Agnes,  for  this  inex- 
perienced 
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perienced  girl — one  arm  already  lopped," 
said  he,  "  when  the  poor  trunk  is  felled, 
who  then  will  be  her  comforter,  if  you  are 
not?" 

The  eyes  of  Agnes  glistened  painfully. 
The  conversation  was  interrupted  at  that 
time ;  but  when  it  was  resumed,  she  per- 
ceived that  it  was  the  fixed  determination 
of  Raby  to  follow  her  to  me  when  she 
quitted  Cheltenham;  and  knowing  the 
fears  which  must  overwhelm  Mrs.  Raby 
at  being  brought  to  me  a  second  time, 
feeling  the  danger  of  a  discovery  which 
she  must  incur,  Agnes  determined  to  sa- 
crifice her  own  wishes,  and  for  the  present 
to  continue  where  she  was. 

To  avoid  the  mutual  constraint  which 
must  always  have  existed  in  a  family-par- 
ty with  Mrs.  Raby,  Agnes  followed  the 
lead  of  Clara,  and  partook  in  all  the  amuse- 
ments which  successively  presented  them- 
selves. At  a  large  party  at  Mrs.  Fair- 
land's,  where  all  the  varieties  of  amuse- 
ment were  convened,  in  cards  and  music, 

and 
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and  conversation-parties,  and  bagatelle- ta- 
bles, and  chess-boards,  and  port-folios,  and 
charades,  end  connumdrnms,  Theresa 
Olive  announced  in  a  smiling  whisper 
to  one  or  two  of  her  'particulars,  that  the 
"  divine  Temple  Sylvester"  was  returned. 
Agnes  was  near  enough  to  hear  the  infor- 
mation, though  it  had  not  been  imme- 
diately meant  for  her,  for  Theresa  bore  no 
good-will  to  Agnes,  dreading  her  as  a  ri- 
val ;  and  though  she  considered  her  as  so 
antiquated  an  one,  that  she  would  have 
laughed  at  the  idea  of  their  being  any 
comparison  made  between  them  on  the 
score  of  personal  attractions,  yet  she  was 
well  aware  of  another  recommendation, 
which  even  Temple  Sylvester  {divine  as 
lie  was)  might  not  wholly  overlook,  but  of 
which  the  provoking  younger  Carrol,  and 
jthe  extravagant  elder  Carrol,  had  made  a 
nonentity  with  regard  to  herself.  Syl- 
vester entered.  Mrs.  Jtaby  was  at  the 
moment  standing  at  the  table  of  "  la  ba- 
gatelle? a  group  of  persons  near  her,  Ag- 
nes 
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nes  close  by  her  side,  Raby  eagerly  mark- 
ing her  game,  and  in  a  tone  of  exultation 
proclaiming  the  superior  skill  of  Clara  in 
throwing  the  balls,  while  her  lovely  form 
was  happily  shown  off  in  the  elegant  atti- 
tudes she  exhibited  while  moving  the 
mace ;  conscious  of  being  the  general  ob- 
ject of  admiration,  her  cheek  flushed  with 
exultation  at  her  success  in  the  game; 
she  stood  in  all  the  power  of  youth  and 
beauty;  she  had  never  appeared  more  self- 
possessed,  or  more  the  thing  she  seemed ; 
but  in  a  moment  her  confidence  was  gone, 
her  colour  fled,  her  lip  quivered,  her  eye 
appeared  starting  from  its  socket. 

Mrs.  Fairland  came  up,  and  presented 
Sylvester  to  Haby  as  to  a  stranger ;  but 
to  Clara  she  said — "  Mrs.  Raby  is  an  old 
acquaintance ;  I  wrill  not  introduce  you  to 
her? 

Agnes,  who  was  always  an  interested 
and  watchful  observer  of  every  look  and 
movement  of  Clara,  now  fearfully  turned 
her  inquiring  eyes  on  Sylvester ;  concealed 

under 
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under  an  appearance  of  careless  politeness, 
she  could  distinctly  perceive  an  embarrass- 
ment which  he  could  not  hi4e;  and  his 
address  to  herself,  though  it  was  imme- 
diately made,  was  not  in  that  easy  and  as- 
sured manner  which  was  natural  to  him, 
and  which  she  had  been  accustomed  to 
see ;  but  Mrs.  Raby,  without  having  made 
an  attempt  to  touch  the  remaining  ball, 
caught  the  aim  of  the  next  person,  as  if  to 
preserve  herself  from  falling.  The  arm 
was  that  of  Agnes!  she  soon  perceived  it, 
and  vainly  tried  to  relinquish  the  hold  she 
had  taken,  but  her  legs  tottered,  and  she 
was  obliged  to  leave  the  room ;  Raby  fol- 
lowed her,  and  they  neither  of  them  re- 
turned to  the  party.  Many  were  the  sur- 
mises and  conjectures  occasioned  by  the 
sudden  illness  of  Mrs.  Raby  ;  only  Agnes 
could  guess  the  truth.  Mrs.  Fairland  had 
probably  a  few  suspicions,  but  not  to  their 
fullest,  their  blackest  extent. 

"  No,  no,"  thought  Agnes,  *  it  is  re- 
served for  me — exclusively  for  me,  to  have 

my 
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my  mind  haunted,  tortured,  and  over- 
shadowed, by  images  of  guilt  from  which 
it  recoils :  it  is  reserved  for  Agnes  to  be 
the  silent,  the  secret  accuser  of  another! 
and  is  it  then  Sylvester — .the  elegant,  the 
refined,  the  sensible,  the  specious  Sylves- 
ter, received,  caressed,  courted  in  all  so- 
cieties, applauded  by  all  persons,  is  it- 
can  it  be  he — who  is  so  base,  so  designing 
a  villain  ?" 

How  thankful  was  Agnes  at  this  mo- 
ment that  the  insidious  attentions  which 
he  had  bestowed  upon  herself  had  made 
no  interest  for  him  in  her  heart !  the  de- 
vout and  thoroughly  well-disposed  mind 
can  always  find  some  subject  for  thankful- 
ness, even  when  exposed  to  the  severest 
trials,  for  there  is  always  some  extenuating 
circumstance,  some  light  which  springs  out 
cf  darkness,  to  those  who  will  look  for  it. 
Agnes  had  always  feared  the  principles  of 
Sylvester,  she  had  always  suspected  him 
of  uttering  sentiments  which  had  no  root 
in  the  soil ;  but  never  had  she  suspected 

him 
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him  of  plotting  the  ruin  of  innocence,  of 
blighting  the  happiness  of  another,  of  tri- 
umphing over  the  fall  of  virtue ! — To  shun 
his  society,  to  avoid  his  conversation,  was 
now  her  first  wish ;  but  could  this  be  done 
as  she  was  at  present  circumstanced?  And 
were  she  to  leave  the  place,  the  Rabys 
would  immediately  follow  her ;  and  then 
— "  Oil,  better  that  all  should  be  known," 
thought  Agnes,  6i  than  to  have  Clara  ex- 
posed to  the  degradation  of  continuing  in 
iris  presence." 

The  slight  embarrassment  of  Sylvester 
was  quickly  removed;  he  could  again  trifle 
with  Theresa  Olive,  who  hung  delighted- 
ly on  every  sentence  which  fell  from  his 
lips ;  and  he  could  pursue  a  more  lofty  and 
refined  subject  of  discourse  with  Miss  Ca- 
rey. Agnes  barely  heard  him ;  as  soon  as 
propriety  permitted,  she  also  quitted  the 
party  and  returned  home. 

The  following  morning,  Mrs.  Olive 
called  at  an  earlier  hour  on  Agnes  than 
the  forms  of  etiquette  authorised — "  As 

vol.  m.  g  your 
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your  family,  dearest  Miss  Carey,  were  the 
favourite  friends  of  my  dear  and  ever-la- 
mented father,"  said  that  lady,  "  I  am 
come  to  talk  to  you  in  a  confidential  man- 
ner, in  regard  to  the  mutual  attachment 
which  you  must  have  observed  to  subsist 
between  llesa  and  Mr.  Sylvester;  that 
cannot  have  escaped  your  penetration, 
which,  to  say  the  truth,  has  been  apparent 
to  every  bodv ;  for  though  Temple  Syl- 
vester may  have  the  address  to  bestow  a 
little  general  attention,  yet  that  his  fixed 
and  devoted  regards  are  little  IXesa's,  no 
one  can  doubt.  Such  an  establishment 
for  my  beloved  girl  has  my  warmest  con- 
currence; Mr.  Sylvester  is  a  man  whom 
any  one  might  be  proud  to  see  in  their 
family ;  and  though  he  is  some  years  older 
than  llesa,  yet  his  experience  will  stand 
in  the  scale  against  her  youth  and  simpli- 
city :  his  fortune  is  said  to  be  an  ample 
one — his  disposition  princely :  these  are 
certainly  very  flattering  prospects." 

"  Certainly   they   are,"   replied  Agnes, 

who 
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who  perceived  that  her  answer  was  waited 
for;  '•  and  I  conclude  that  you  have,  or 
will  make  inquiries  in  regard  to  his  moral 
character,  before  you  give  up  your  child  to 
his  care." 

"  Now  that  cautious  prudence  is  so  ex- 
actly like  my  dear  lamented  father— how 
I  love  you  for  it !  Oh,  yes,  yes !  I  assure 
you  Carrol  has  done  all  that;  but  indeed 
there  is  no  man  who  stands  higher  in  the 
estimation  of  the  world  than  does  Temple 
Sylvester;  he  is  on  very  high  ground,  be- 
lieve me ;  gay  perhaps  he  may  have  been, 
but  he  has  no  vice;  if  lie  plays  high. 
Carrol  says  he  is  not  a  shadow  like  what 
is  called  a  gambler ;  no  little  paltry  mean 
Jiabits,  no  contracted  ideas,  nothing  plod- 
ding, nothing  suspicious." 

u  You  would  be  ready  to  laugh  in  my 
face,  if  I  were  to  ask  you  Whether  he  is  a 
religious  roan." 

u  No,  I  assure  you   I   should  not;  for 

you   may  ask  me  any  tiling;  and  besides, 

J  am  fond  of  religion  myself;  I  think  it  a 

G  2  very 
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very  good  thing,  and  I  always  speak  of  it 
as  such  to  my  young  folks ;  and  indeed  I 
generally  attend  church  once  in  the  Sun- 
day myself,  and  always  make  the  girls  go, 
when  it  is  not  damp,  and  when  they  have 
not  been  at  a  public  place  on  the  Saturday 
night ;  but  here  somehow  the  jrfay  comes 
in  turn  for  Saturday." 

"  And  puts  church  out  of  turn  for  Sun~ 
day ,"  said  Agnes. 

"  Droll  creature !  that  is  so  like  you — I 
must  tell  Olive  of  that — but  you  were 
asking  something — oh,  true !  about  Syl- 
vester's being  religious;  I  recollect  now — 
well  then,  he  is  religious;  I  am  sure  I 
have  seen  him  at  church,  so  there  you 
know  is  &  proof  of  it;  for  not  many  of  the 
men  of  the  present  day  ever  go  into  a 
church ;  and  then  he  is  -scrupulous  with 
regard  to  oathc — he  never  uses  any  of  the 
vulgar  coachmanlike  expletives,  which  are 
now  almost  universally  adopted — no,  I 
must  say  he  is  a  perfect  gentleman." 

*  In  the  disposal  of  a  daughter,  and  par- 
ticularly 
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ticularly  a  daughter  so  young  and  so  very 
lovely  as  yours,  of  course  there  must  be 
much  reflection,  and  many  anxious  fears 
on  the  part  of  the  parent ;  ycur  inquiries 
concerning  the  character  of  her  future  hus- 
band cannot  be  too  particular,  your  obser- 
vations too  close ;  we  are  all  in  some  mea- 
sure the  creatures  of  appearance ;  we  must 
dive  beneath  the  surface,  the  dazzling  ex- 
terior, if  we  would  discover  the  latent  pur- 
poses of  the  heart." 

"  Lord  !  you  are  enough  to  frighten  one 
by  your  awful  manner,"  said  Mrs.  Olive  ; 
"  but  be  assured  of  my  care  for  my  dear 
little  Resa,  and  of  my  gratitude  for  the  in- 
terest you  take  in  her  happiness ;  I  shall 
tell  her  how  kind  you  are." 

Mrs.  Olive  soon  took  her  leave,  thepur- 
pose  of  her  visit  being  answered,  for  she 
had  informed  Agnes  how  matters  stood, 
or  how  they  were  intended  to  stand,  with 
regard  to  Theresa  and  Mr.  Sylvester ;  and 
if  Miss  Carey  were  to  give  the  attentions 
of  Sylvester  any  the  least  encouragement 
G  3  after 
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after  this  explanation,  she  would  be  under- 
mining the  interests  of  clear  little  Rem,  a 
conduct  quite  derogatory  to  the  friendship 
which  had  from  time  immemorial  sub- 
sisted between  every  branch  of  the  Raby 
family  and  her  dear  lamented  father.  Such 
would  have  been  the  verbal  accusation  of 
Mrs.  Olive,  had  she  perceived  any  thing 
like  preference  for  Sylvester  in  Miss  Ca- 
rey's after  conduct :  but  her  late  visit  had 
been  instigated  by  Theresa  herself,  who, 
glorying  in  her  attachment  for  Sylvester, 
and  in  openly  avowing  it,  had  accused  Miss 
Carey  of  an  attempt  at  inveigling  him 
from  her;  and  with  the  cool  effrontery 
which  her  mother  termed  simplicity,  but 
which  she  did  not  think  so,  she  declared 
that  H  she  had  no  notion  of  such  under- 
hand doings,  in  an  old,  formal,  antiquated 
coquette,  who  was  upon  her  last  legs  for 
a  husband ;  and  that  if  her  barbarous  and 
cruel  mamma  would  not  go  and  talk  to 
her  upon  the  subject,  she  was  resolved  that 
she  would  do  so  herself,  for  she  had  no  no- 
tion 
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Hon  of  being  trampled  upon  in  such  a 
manner,  and  robbed  of  the  man  on  whom 
she  had  set  her  heart,  the  only  man  whom 
she  ever  had  loved,  or  whom  she  ever  could 
love." 

Mrs.  Olive  had  no  alternative  ;  she  had,. 
m  the  education  of  her  daughters,  Utcralhf 
followed  the  advice  of  the  wise  man, 
H  Train  up  a  child  in  the  way  he  shall  goi, 
and  when  he  is  old  he  shall  not  depart 
from  it."  Theresa  had  pursued  the  . 
to  which  her  mother  had  pointed,  with  all 
filial  deference ;  she  had  readily  fallen  in 
with  the  plan  of  attaching  (or  attracting* 
which  perhaps  may  be  a  better  word) 
Temple  Sylvester,  and  his  not  appearing 
insensible  to  attentions  which  were  con- 
stantly paying  him  by  a  beautiful  and  very 
young  girl,  was  translated  into  a  tacit  con- 
currence with  the  wishes  of  the  family ; 
for  Olive  had  debts  at  play,  and  owed  a 
large  sum  to  Sylvester,  and  no  money 
could  be  raised  on  the  Carrol  estates ;  and 
it  was  the  last  stake  of  the  family  which 
g  4  was 
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was  now  playing  for  at  Cheltenham. 
Theresa  therefore  must  become  Mrs.  Syl- 
vester, or  a  retreat  must  be  sounded  for 
the  province  of  Connaught,  where  in  stu- 
pid and  beggarly  retirement  there  was  lit- 
tle chance  (for  all  was  cJia?iee-w ork  with 
Olive)  of  any  one  desirable  event  occur- 
ring to  the  family,  except  a  prolongation 
of  the  life  of  little  Carrol ;  this,  however, 
had  never  been  estimated  as  &  probable 
advantage  to  be  derived  from  that  wild 
country,  or  the  pure  air  by  which  it  was 
surrounded,  by  his  fond  but  mistaken  pa- 
rents ;  for  partial  to  a  less  rarefied  atmo- 
sphere themselves,  they  had  no  idea  that 
any  place,  or  any  mode  of  life  which  was 
pleasing  to  them,  could  be  of  the  smallest 
injury  to  their  darling  boy. 

The  hook  was  baited,  the  line  was 
thrown ;  but,  alas !  the  fish  would  not 
bite !  Sylvester,  as  though  he  had  acted  in 
direct  opposition  to  the  hopes  of  Theresa, 
as  if  in  direct  defiance  of  the  fears  of  Clara, 
was  now  constantly  to  be  seen  at  the  side 

of 
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of  Agnes,  and  was  there  so  delicate  in  his 
attentions,  so  general  in  the  subjects  of  his 
conversation,  so  modest  and  unassuming 
in  his  opinions,  yet  so  adapting  every 
thing  to  her  taste,  and,  as  it  were,  forestal- 
ling her  very  sentiments,  and  at  the  same, 
time  so  agreeable  to  all  around  him,  that 
Raby,  delighted  with  his  superior  abilities, 
always  taken  at  first  sight,  and  fondest  of 
a  new  acquaintance,  was  never  easy  but 
when  he  saw  Mr.  Sylvester  one  of  the 
party;  and  overlooked  the  agitated  con- 
straint of  Clara,  and  the  distant  reserve  of 
Agnes,  in  his  wish  of  securing  to  the  lat* 
ter  an  husband  whom  he  deemed  worthy 
of  possessing  her  invaluable  hand. 

Agnes  did  not  immediately  discover  the 
drift  of  his  wishes,  and  had  she  done  so,  it 
would  have  been  an  awkward  thing  for 
her  to  have  given  expression  to  her  6wn 
sentiments  on  the  subject,  when  nothing 
had  passed  which  had  made  those  of  Syl- 
vester apparent ;  to  have  expressed  her 
doubts  of  his  character  and  principles 
G  5  woidd 


130       THE  REVEALER  OE  SECRETS. 

would  have  been  "  frivolous  and  vexa- 
tious ;"  she  could  bring  no  proofs,  not  a 
shadow  of  argument  whereby  she  might 
have  substantiated  her  charge ;  and  a  mere 
hint  of  the  kind  would,  she  was  certain, 
overwhelm  Mrs.  llaby  in  the  most  fearful 
confusion. 

The  struggles  of  Clara's  mind  were  but 
too '  evident  to  the  watchful  Agnes,  and 
when  in  the  presence  of  her  husband,  and 
of  Sylvester  together,  there  was  sometimes 
a  wild  and  mysterious  character  of  despe- 
ration in  her  manner,  which  alarmed  her 
for  the  consequences.  Sylvester's  conti- 
nued attentions  to  herself  were  not  seen 
by  Clara  with  the  indifference  with  which 
she  witnessed  the  more  friendly  ones  of 
her  husband.  Agnes  saw  there  was  no 
prospect  of  her  soothing  the  irritated  feel- 
ings of  Mrs.  Raby  but  by  a  quick  return 
to  me — "  If  by  leaving  the  coast  open  to 
her,  if  in  losing  the  spy  of  her  actions,  she 
again  plunges  into  the  deep  abyss  of  guilt, 
she  must  be  answerable  for  the  desolating 

result !" 


THE  REVEALER  OF  SECRETS.       131 

result !"  thought  Agnes ;  "  but  if  Raby 
continues  to  hold  his  resolution  of  follow- 
ing me  home,  she  has  the  choice  left  her 
of  an  escape — and  can  she  dread  the  dis- 
covery of  the  past,  more  than  she  has  rea- 
.\on  to  apprehend  the  fearful  fhtu?r.  which 
may  ensue  to  her  remaining  here?" 

While  there  had  been  nothing  to  object 
to  in  the  conduct  of  ^Svlvester  towards 

V 

Mrs.  Raby,  by  an  unsuspecting  observer, 
there  was  every  tiling  to  apprehend  fronr* 
it  in  one  who  saw  it  with  the  eyes  of  Ag- 
nes— the  sentimental  expression,  the  la- 
tent meaning,  the  stiiied  sigh,,  the  guarded 
look. 

M  Oh!"'  cried  Agnes  mentally,  bur  with 
impassioned  emotion,  •'  if  -there  be  a  vil- 
lain in  creation,  a  type  of  thearcl*-enemy 
of  mankind,  his  name  is  Sylvester !" 

The  determination   of  Agnes   to  quit 

Cheltenham  was  no  sooner  avowed,  than 

Raby  proclaimed  his  intention  of  folio  wing 

her — i%  I  have  just  renewed  my  leave  of 

G  6  absence,"' 
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absence,"  said  he,    "  and    three   months 
longer  we  may  yet  be  together." 

"  Three  months !"  whispered  Clara, 
while  her  whole  countenance  changed. 

Agnes  expressed  her  desire  of  seeing 
them  under  my  roof,  but  these  expressions 
were  much  checked  in  their  warmth,  by 
observing  the  confusion  of  Mrs.  Raby,  and 
referring  to  the  cause. 

u  And  Sylvester  will  follow  us  there," 
said  Raby. 

"  Indeed  he  must  not — indeed  he  mil 
not,"  said  Agnes,  with  unusual  vehemence 
of  reply. 

Raby  looked   astonished,   but  left  the. 
room,  laughing  as  he  looked  back,   and 
said—"  You  ladies  are  deceitful  creatures!" 

"  That  might  be  equally  applied  to  you?' 
sex,"  thought  Agnes. 

Mrs.  Raby,  as  if  not  daring  to  trust  her- 
self for  one  moment  with  Agnes  alone, 
rose  as  if  to  follow  her  husband  ;  but  as 
she  quitted  the  room,  she  said  emphati- 

callv, 
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cally,  but  without  looking  at  her  whom 
she  addressed — "  You  will  never  see  mc 
there — /  shall  never  be  your  guest." 

Raby,  the  sanguine,  the  hasty  Raby, 
had  gone  in  pursuit  of  Sylvester ;  they  re- 
turned arm-in-arm  to  dinner ;  and  in  the 
evening,  Raby  confidentially  communi- 
cated to  Clara,  that  his  friend  Sylvester 
was  going  to  make  an  offer  of  his  hand 
and  fortune  to  Agnes,  with  his  most 
hearty  and  unqualified  concurrence,  and 
his  warmest  wishes  for  his  success. 

Clara  heard  him  in  silence;  and  after  a 
pause,  said — "  Do  you  think  Miss  Carey 
will  accept  him  ?" 

"  My  beloved  Clara,  I  think  there  can 
be  little  doubt  of  that — a  man  of  Sylves- 
ter's pretensions — a  man  in  such  general 
estimation." 

"  But  Miss  Carey " 

"  Miss  Carey  is  a  woman,  my  Clara,  and 
— I  will  confess  to  you,  that  my  heart  is  so 
much  set  upon  this  busines,  that  I  cannot 
bear  to  think  of  a  doubt  being  suggested  ; 

lam 
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I  am  looking  forwards  to  the  connection, 
as  securing  a  mutual  protector  to  my  sis- 
ter and  my  wife,  one  to  whose  honour  I 
can  safely  confide  the  first,  best  treasure  of 
my  soul !  Sylvester  doats  on  Agnes — in- 
deed who  can  see  her  without  admiring 
her?  and  Sylvester  is  past  that  time  of  life 
when  the  attractions  of  a  mere  pretty  face 
can  make  an  impression  upon  the  heart ; 
'tis  not  the  tincture  of  a  skin  which  he  ad- 
mires," 

"  Does  Theresa  Olive  think  this?" 
asked  Mrs.  Raby,  endeavouring  at  some 
composure. 

"  Oh,  poor  foolish  child,  she  is  not  come 
to  the  age  of  thought  yet,"  answered  lla- 
by.  lie  then  talked  of  preparing  for  a 
departure  for  me,  a  few  days  after  that  of 
rny  mistress.  Clara  offered  no  dissent, 
but  her  immediate  preparations  were  made 
for  a  party  at  Mrs.  Fairland's ;  and  there 
were  the  Orcases,  and  there  were  the 
Olives,  and  there  were  all — every  one  but 
Sylvester  and  Agnes  Carey. 

Theresa 
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Theresa  Olive  had  heard  of  Miss  Carey's 
intended  departure,  and  she  had  learned 
to  put  things  together,  to  draw  conclu- 
sions, and  to  judge  from  circumstances ; 
she  could  decide  on  the  absence  of  two 
persons,  equally  as  much  as  from  their 
presence ;  she  disdained  to  affect  conceal- 
ment, and  with  an  artificial  bravado  of 
manner,  and  apparently  between  jest  and 
earnest,  she  formed  round  her  a  circle  of 
giggling  girls  and  overgrown  boys,  to  hear 
her  maledictions  against  the  "  perfidious, 
the  unfaithful,  the  inconstant  Sylvester !" 

and  to  declare  upon  her  faith  and  her . 

(we  dare  not  write  the  awful  word) — that 
she  would  be  revenged — that  she  would 
shoot  him  first,  and  then  herself,  if  he 
dared  to  marry  any  other  woman. 

A  laugh  of  applause  went  round  the 
circle,  accompanied  wTith  an  "  oh  fie !"  and 
a  "  shame  !"  and  "  law !"  and  "  only  to 
listen  to  Theresa !" 

"  Oh,  I  will !  I  declare  and  vow  I  will !" 
said  the  little  fury,  her  eyes  lighting  up 

with 
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with  passion ;  u  I  know  where  papa  keeps 
his  best  pistols — that's  what  I  do — those 
that  he  has  well  seasoned,  you  know," 
nodding  her  head  significantly,  "  and  I'll 
practise  for  a  whole  month,.  I  will,  but 
what  I'll  do  for  him ;  and  so  you  may  tell 
him,  any  of  you — all  of  you,  if  you  like 
it — a  good-for-nothing,  teazing  man,  that 
he  is." 

"  Fie,  fie  upon  it !  what  a  mad  girl  you 
are,Resa!"  said  Mrs.  Olive;  "  do  be  a  little 
serious,  Theresa  dear." 

"  I  am  serious,  mamma;  lam — I  am — 
I  am — and  I  will  have  satisfaction ;"  and 
taking  up  Mrs.  Dorn ton's  fan  which  lay 
on  a  neighbouring  card-table,  and  which 
was  of  a  much  larger  size  than  is  pre- 
scribed by  the  present  fashion,  (though 
perhaps  it  may  be  a  query  whether  there 
is  such  a  thing  as  'present  fashion)  she 
held  it  like  a  pistol  in  her  hand,  and  imi- 
tating a  determined  duellist,  she,  with 
mock  heroism,  whirled  it  and  pointed  it 
about  in  every  direction,  crying — "  Pre* 

sent 
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sent — fire!  stand  your  ground!  measure 
the  distance  !"  &c.  &c. ;  but  at  length,  as  if 
tired  of  the  mock  contest,  she  hurled  it 
from  her,  making  a  mark  at  the  eye  of  a 
poor  quiescent  fidler,  who  had  been  placed 
in  a  recess  (called  by  courtesy  an  orches- 
tra) in  one  corner  of  the  room  ;  he  did  not 
much  approve  of  the  direct  flight  which 
the  weapon  had  taken ;  for  "  the  aim  she 
took  was  much  too  true,"  if  his  grimacesr 
his  contortions,  and  his  tearful  eye,  told  a 
translateable  language. 

"  A  second  William  Tell,"  said  Miss- 
Pitman. 

"  Ah,  I  will  get  myself  talked  of,  thatV 
what  I  will,"  said  the  little  heroine,  as  she 
flounced  out  of  the  room,  almost  breath- 
less, and  sobbing  with  passion. 

This  had  been  tragedy  travestied — the 
travesty  tragedy  of  Tom  Thumb  the  se- 
cond. The  tragedy  itself—  but  I  must  turn 
to  another  chapter  for  that. 


CHAP- 
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CHAPTER  VII 
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The  House  that  Jack  built  has  never  been 
famous  for  love  scenes  ;  my  unfortunate 
founder  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  tender 
passion,  as  the  reader  knows ;  and  his  suc- 
cessors— But  why  should  I  take  up  time 
in  useless  retrospection  ?  it  cannot  be  ex- 
pected of  those  who  have  had  no  love  ad- 
ventures of  themselves  to  relate  to  give 
them  second-hand ;  sufficient  is  it  to  say 
on  the  present  occasion,  that  Mr.  Sylves- 
ter obtained  an  interview  with  Miss  Ca- 
rey, and  I  believe  he  staid  quite  as  long, 
if  not  longer  than  she  wished.  She  gave 
him  what  she  hoped  he  understood  to  be 
a  definitive  answer,  an  answer  which  ad- 
mitted  no  appeal ;  he  had  called  himself  a 
most  disappointed  and  miserable  being. 

Agnes 
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Agnes  herself  thought  him  .miserable,  for 
she  believed  him  xricked;  wickedness  and 
misery  were  ever  combined  in  her  idea. 
She  had  tried  to  couch  her  refusal  in  civil 
terms,  and  to  word  it  as  she  would  have 
done,  had  she  entertained  no  suspicions  of 
his  turpitude:  but  Agnes  Carey  was  a 
bad  dissembler  ;  her  manner  was  stifly  re- 
served, and  Sylvester  believed  he  had  no- 
thing to  hope  from  a  change  of  sentiment. 
Agnes  sought  her  pillow  with  more  cheer- 
ful feelings  than  she  had  for  some  time  ex- 
perienced, and  feeling  assured  that  she  had 
acted  from  the  purest  motives,  and  to  the 
best  of  her  ability,  in  resolving  to  quit 
Cheltenham,  she  recommended  herself  to 
the  care  of  an  all-wise  and  superintending 
Providence,  and  fell  into  a  balmy  and  re- 
freshing slumber. 

About  four  in  the  morning  she  was 
awakened  by  a  violent  rapping  at  the 
house-door;  in  a  few  minutes  after,  her 
woman  entered  the  chamber,  and  told  her 
that  Mr,  Kaby  himself  had  been  the  per- 
son 
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son  who  had  made  the  loud  appeal ;  that 
he  had  appeared  like  a  man  bereft  of  his 
senses,  and  had  earnestly  in  treated  her 
mistress  to  follow  him  immediately  to  his 
house,  for  he  believed  that  Mrs.  Raby  was 
dying.  Agnes  lost  not  a  moment  in  obey- 
ing this  alarming  summons,  and  though 
sadly  frightened,  she  did  not  augur  the. 
worst. 

"The  frame  of  this  poor  creature  has  at 
length  sunk  under  the  continued  irrita- 
tion of  her  mind,"  thought  she ;  "  perhaps 
the  illness  which  she  is  now  experien- 
cing may  be  salutary  in  its  effects ;  God 
grant  that  I  may  be  right !" 

She  took  the  arm  of  her  woman,  and 
followed  by  a  man-servant,  flew  rather 
than  ran  to  Mr.  Raby's  lodgings  :  all  ap- 
peared confusion  in  the  house,  candles 
flitting,  steps  moving  in  every  part  of  it. 
Agnes  was  already  at  the  chamber-door  of 
the  invalid,  directed  by  her  anguished 
groans;  her  hand  was  upon  the  lock  when 

the  door  opened;  doctor came  out. 

of 
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of  the  apartment :  a  shriek  of  horror  thril- 
led the  frame  of  Agnes;  it  came  from  with- 
in ;  she  would  have  passed  the  physician 
— "  Where  are  you  going?"  asked  he; 
"  you  must  not  go  there;"  he  forcibly 
seized  both  her  hands,  and  led  her  into 
one  of  the  drawing-rooms — "  You  can  do 
her  no  good,"  said  he ;  "  she  is  at  this  mo- 
ment in  the  agony  of  death  !  she  knows 
no  one — you  must  not  see  her  thus !" 

"  But  I  was  sent  for,  sir — Mr.  Jtaby 
himself." 

"  Ah,  poor  unhappy  gentleman  !  he 
was  not  aware,  he  was  not  prepared  for  an 
event  like  this." 

"  Where  is  he  ?" 

u  In  his  own  room;  I  could  not  suffer 
an  husband  to  witness  agonies  like  hers." 

"  But  I  may  go — surely  I  may  see  her  ? 
I  must  speak  hope  and  comfort  to  her." 

"  Comfort  and  hope  are  fled !"  said  doc- 
tor   ,  u  for  ever  fled !  sit  down  and 

try  to  be  composed ;  I  know  that  you  pos* 
sess  resolution,  fortitude,  and  strength  of 

mind; 
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mind  ;  exert  them  all,  Miss  Carey,  for  you 
have  demands  upon  them :  to  you  I  am 
going  to  say  what  must  be  concealed  from 
all  other  ears — may  I  impart  it  to  you  ? 
are  you  prepared  ?" 

"  Oh  yes  !  tell  it  me,  tell  it  me !  let  me 
know  all — every  thing — for  any  thing  is 
better  than  this  fearful  suspense  ?" 

Doctor respectfully  took  the  hand 

of  Agnes — "  This  unfortunate,  this  mis- 
guided young  creature  has  taken  poison." 

Horror  was  now  visibly  expressed  upon 
the  countenance  of  Agnes;  her  blood 
seemed  to  freeze  in  her  veins ;  she  sank 
back  in  a  chair — "  I  was  not,  I  could  not 
be  prepared  for  this !"  said  she,  gasping  for 
breath,  and  holding  her  beating  temples 
with  her  hands. 

"  Alas !"  said  doctor  ,  "  I  lament 

that  the  urgency  of  the  case  would  not  al- 
low of  a  longer  preparation ;  you  must,  if 
possible,  assist  me  in  preventing  Mr.  Ra- 
by  from  suspecting  that  his  wife's  death 
was  the  consequence  of  her  own  fatal  rash- 
ness. 
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ness.  Ah  !  I  fear,  I  much  fear  that  some 
deep  and  fatal  concealment  has  been  the 
cause  of  this  act  of  desperation  ;  but  you 
will  probably  know  all,  for  when  Mr.  Ra- 
by  quitted  the  room — a  room  from  which 
I  purposely  sent  him,  and  from  which  I 
excluded  him  at  his  return*  the  unhappy 
lady  seemed  to  recover  a  few  moments  re- 
collection, and  sending  off  her  attendants, 
she  motioned  me  towards  her,  and  taking 
a  letter  from  under  the  pillow,  she  put  it 
into  mv  hands,  with  these  words— ■  De- 
liver  according  to  the  address." 

"  But  how  do  you  knozv  that  she  ter- 
minated her  own  existence  ?"  said  Agnes, 
shuddering,  not  daring  to  open  the  letter, 
and  hastily  smothering  it  in  her  bosom,  as 
if  to  conceal  it  from  every  human  eye. 

"  The  symptoms  were  too  plain,"  said 

Dr. ,  "  to  have  been  mistaken ;  and 

her  own  confession — her  internal  agonies. M 

"  Oh  !  pray,  pray  in  mercy  do  not  say 
so  ;  oh,  do  not  think  so — miserable,  infa- 
tuated, lost  Clara !" 

"  Miserable. 
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"  Miserable  and  infatuated  indeed!"  said 

doctor ;  "  I  presume  not  to  pry  into 

the  cause  of  such  direful  distress  as  has 
been  inflicted  by  this  rash  act ;  but  surely 
there  must  have  been  something  wrong, 
something  radically  and  morally  wrong, 
something  tainted  in  the  core;  when  I 
have  seen  this  very  lovely  young  woman 
(for  who  has  not  seen  and  admired  her 
since  she  has  been  at  Cheltenham?)  I  have 
fancied  that  no  lady  could  have  filled  a 
more  enviable  place  in  society;  her  beauty 
was  most  striking,  but  that  I  did  not  reckon 
amongst  her  enviable  possessions." 

"  Oh!  no,  no!"  said  Agnes,  wringing 
her  hands,  and  passionately  sobbing. 

"  With  a  husband,"  continued  doctor 

,  "  who  seemed  to  live  in  her  smiles ; 

a  man  of  fortune  and  family,  a  proved 
hero  in  the  battles  of  his  country.  But  I 
am  only  distressing  you,  amiable  Miss  Ca- 
rey ;  I  must  now  shew  my  confidence  in 
your  superior  self-control,  by  leaving  you 
to  yourself,  and  going  to  Mr.  Raby ;  he 

wants 
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wants  support,  and  will  require  all  the  aid 
of  active  friendship;  a  hero  in  the  field  is 
not  always  an  hero  at  such  an  hour  as  this! 
It  must  be  our  care  not  to  let  the  slightest 
suspicion  glance  into  his  mind  of  the  fatal 
cause  which  led  to  this  event ;  and  to  pre- 
vent this,  his  entrance  into  the  chamber 
must  be  strictly  forbidden.  I  shall  recom- 
mend the  interment  or  the  removal  to  be 
expedited  as  soon  as  possible." 

Doctor then  left  the  room.     Did 

Agnes  hear  aright?  did  she  retain  her 
senses  ?  or  did  she  indeed  hear  him  speak 
of  the  interment  of  that  form,  that  emi- 
nently beauteous  form,  which  not  twenty- 
four  hours  before  she  had  seen  blooming 
in  health,  smiling  in  life,  sparkling  in 
beauty  ! — Ah,  transitory  state  of  human 
things — ■  And  by  her  own  hand  too!" 
cried  she. 

"  Self-murdf-r,  r.i'.me  it  not,  our  island's  shame  !:* 
"  Oh,  horrible — horrible — most  horrible  V 

Vol,  iii.  h  The 
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The  distraction  and  heart-rending  sor- 
row of  Ivaby,  my  readers  will  imagine,  for 
I  shall  not  attempt  to  describe  it.    Doctor 

never  quitted  him  till  Mr.  Stanford 

arrived,  who  had  been  sent  for  express  by 
Agnes,  the  moment  she  had  recovered  her 
self-possession,  and  who  immediately  obey- 
ed the  summons.  liaby  was  now  in  pro- 
per hands  ;  he  refused  to  see  Agnes  prior 
to  her  departure;  she  was  glad  to  be 
spared  the  painful  interview  ;  and  surely 
most  painful  must  it  have  been  to  them 
both.  The  remains  of  Clara  were  con- 
veyed away  as  soon  as  possible  to  the 
burying  vault  of   the   Itaby   family   in 

shire. 

*         *  #  *         *         *■ 

And  now  into  what  a  bustle  of  prepa- 
ration was  I  put  to  receive  my  dear  mis- 
tress! and  how  airy,  how  elastic  did  I 
Seel !  Browning,  the  rectory  servants,  the 
villagers,  all  seemed  eager  to  lend  a  help- 
ing hand ;  old  Bridget  talked  and  swept, 
and  swept  and  talked ;  every  sound  was 

cheerful 
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cheerful  and  pleasant  to  my  ears;  for 
every  sound  was  that  of  life  and  animation, 
and  gave  me  the  flattering  hope  of  soon 
having  my  honoured  Miss  Carey  restored 
to  my  protection  ;  she  refused  the  pressing 
entreaties  of  Mrs.  Stanford,  and  would  not 
alight  at  the  rectory,  but  ordered  to  be 
drawn  on  immediately  to  the  House  that 
Jack  built. 

It  was  evident  that  the  scenes  which 
she  had  witnessed  had  had  quite  a  con- 
trary effect  on  her  health  to  that  which 
we  had  all  wished  and  expected ;  an  air 
of  deep  melancholy  was  fixed  on  her  coun- 
tenance, but  resignation  seemed  so  blended 
with  it,  that  in  my  eye  she  had  never  ap- 
peared more  interesting.  She  had  been 
under  my  care  for  several  hours,  ere  she 
acquired  resolution  to  break  the  seal  of  the 

letter  which  doctor  had  delivered  to 

her.  I  could  not  catch  every  word,  for 
the  voice  of  Agnes  was  frequently  inau- 
dible as  she  read ;  frequently  did  she  stop 
ere  she  could  finish  the  perusal ;  at  times 
H  2  her 
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her  features  seemed  convulsed  by  horror, 
at  others  she  clasped  her  hands  together  ; 
and  while  the  tears  rolled  over  her  cheeks 
in  quick- descending  torrents,  her  eyes  were 
lifted  towards  Heaven,  as  if  imploring  that 
mercy  for  the  unfortunate  and  misguided 
Clara  which  she  had  not  besought  for 
herself. 

I  do  not  know  that  my  readers  will 
have  any  loss  in  not  being  made  acquaint- 
ed with  the  minute  contents  of  this  letter, 
and  therefore  I  shall  not  apologize  to  them 
for  my  inability  to  produce  it ;  I  might 
have  palmed  a  forgery  upon  them,  and 
taken  my  style  and  my  short  sentences 
from  some  German  novels;  but  I  scorn 
the  idea  of  deception — even  my  ichidow 
peeps  I  have  always  considered  as  shades 
in  my  general  outline,  and  not  at  all  con- 
sonant to  the  uniform  character  of  the  rest 
of  my  exterior. 

In  the  continual  dread  of  discovery,  in 
the  upbraidings  of  a  conscience  which  had 
been  palsied,  not  seared,  in  the  gnawings  of 

remorse, 
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remorse,  in  the  tortures  of  jealousy,  the 
guilty  Clara  had  passed  her  life  since  the 
return  of  her  injured  husband,  and  the 
dread  of  being  forced  to  accompany  him 
on  a  visit  to  me,  and  being  recognized  by 
those  persons  whom  she  had  previously 
seen — a  remaining  fondness  for  Sylvester 
— that  Sylvester  for  whom  she  had  sacri- 
ficed every  thing  dear  to  a  rational  c 
ture — that  Sylvester  whose  very  name  she 
ought  to  have  held  in  abhorrence — all 
these  feelings  had  conspired  together  in  a 
breast  where  passion  had  never  been 
taught  to  bend  to  reason — where  self-con- 
trol had  never  found  a  place. 

"  See  here,"  cried  Agnes,  holding  the 
blotted  page  at  an  awful  distance  from  her, 
as  though  she  dreaded  infection  from  its 
nearer  proximity — "  see  here  the  fatal  con- 
sequences of  a  defective  education  !  of  an 
education  from  which  religion  was  ex- 
cluded !  oh,  let  the  cold  sceptic  talk,  and 
let  the  daring  infidel  scoff  as  they  will,  but 
all  their  arguments,  all  their  rhetoric  will 
H  3  fail 


150       THE  HEVEALEIt  OF  SECRETS. 

fail  them  before  such  a  proof  as  this!  If  re- 
ligion had  been  the   groundwork  of  the 
mind,  such  a  blighted,  such  a  withered, 
such  a  fearful  'present  could  not  have  been 
exhibited  to  the  eyes  of  this  poor  deluded 
one ;  neither  could  she  have  rushed  with 
such  frenzied  defiance  on  the  awful  future. 
Oh,  Sylvester,  Sylvester !  the  day  of  thy 
punishment  will  come  at  last,  unless  by  a 
timely  repentance  thou  seekest  to  avert  it, 
while  it  is  called  to-day — '  for  the  night 
cometh,  when  no  man  can  work  !'  This  let- 
ter proves  to  me,"  continued  Agnes,  "  what 
I  have  always  been  led  to  believe,  even 
from  the  passing  events  of  this  life,  and 
what  is  in  itself  sufficient  to  deter  us  from 
the  paths  of  vice,  (alas !  how  falsely  termed 
the  path  of  pleasure !)  it  is,  that  guilt  and 
misery  are  inseparable  companions;  how 
closely,  how  unalienably  were  they  united 
in  this  instance!  Poor  Clara!  and  didst 
thou  then  snap  them  asunder,  when  thou 
didst  madly  rush  upon  an  untried  world  ? 
or  didst  thou,  by  that  fearful  act  of  despera- 
tion, 
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tion,rivetthemmore  firmly?  Oh !  wretched, 
heart-breaking  thought !  why,  why  will  it 
haunt  me  thus  ?" 

These,  and  many  other  broken  and  in- 
coherent expressions  of  a  similar  import, 
reached  me,  by  which  I  was  led  to  believe 
that  there  was  nothing  of  a  softening  or  a 
palliating  nature  in  Clara's  address  to  Ag- 
nes ;  it  spoke  of  misery  and  of  wretched- 
ness, but  not  of  sorrow  for  sin,  or  feelings 
of  repentance;  no!  to  such  feelings  she 
must  have  been  a  stranger,  who  had  in  the 
last  act  of  her  life  defied  the  laws  of  her 
Creator,  and  madly  rushed  into  his  pre- 
sence. 

I  saw  by  the  calm  and  decided  manner 
in  which  Agnes  put  the  letter  of  Clara  into 
the  fire,  that  the  secret  of  her  guilty  life, 
and  fatally  guilty  death,  was  from  that 
moment  to  be  buried  in  her  own  breast ; 
and  though  she  was  wholly  unconscious 
of  my  being  alive  to  the  circumstances 
which  she  would  have  concealed,  and 
though  I  have  avowed  myself  in  my  very 
h  4  front 
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front  as  "  the  revealer  of  secrets,"  yet  I 
can  solemnly  aver,  that  I  would  not  have 
told  my  readers  thus  much,  if  it  had  the 
smallest  chance  of  injuring  any  human 
being. 

It  may  as  well  be  mentioned  in  this 
place,  that  Mrs.  Albany,  the  mother  of 
Clara,  had  been  bred  up  and  educated  un- 
der fashionable  parents,  in  a  fashionable. 
maimer,  and  at  their  decease  had  discover* 
ed  that  she  had  been  left  without  an  ade- 
quate provision;  tWs might toeJUthfOfUl&te 
also,  but  it  was  not  particularly  convenient 
or  pleasant  to  a  young  woman  with  very 
expensive  ideas,  and  no  activity  of  mind. 
An  establishment  was  to  be  sought,  and 
an  establishment  was  sought  and  found  ! 
Mr.  Albany,  a  young  West-Indian,  weal- 
thy, extravagant,  and  dissipated,  was  taken 
by  her  beauty,  and  married  her  without 
loss  of  time ;  and  all  the  fortune  which 
could  be  alienated  from  the  male  heir  of 
the  family  was  squandered  before  Clara 
attained  the  age  of  fifteen,  when  her  fa- 
ther's 
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ther's  excesses  put  an  end  to  his  life ;  and 
her  mother,  in  order  to  escape  the  same 
premature  fate  (for  late  hours,  nightly  vi- 
gils, and  heated  rooms,  had  nearly  done 
their  work),  went  to  reside  in  a  warmer 
climate;  and  at  Cintra,  near  Lisbon,  as 
my  readers  have  been  informed,  Ruby  was 
introduced  to  Mrs.  and  Miss  Albany. 

Mrs.  Albany  and  Mrs.  Olive  were  pro- 
totypes of  one  another ;  hunched s  of  such 
mothers  are  now  to  be  seen  in  what  is 
called  the  world ;  in  London,  at  Bath,  at 
every  fashionable  place  of  resort,  they  are 
to  be  met  with,  jostling  for  situations 
where  they  may  elbow  their  daughters  into 
notice.  The  first  piece  of  advice  which  is 
given  to  the  young  lady,  parodying  the 
well-known  and  hacknied  adage  of  the 
prudent,  worldly  man,  is,  "  get  an  hus- 
band, a  good  one  if  you  can ;  but  get  an 
husband." 

Clara  Albany   was   but  too  obedient 

a     daughter     not    to    take    the    advice 

of    her   mother  ;    she   saw    that  mother 

H  .5  daily 
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daily  declining,  and  she  knew  that  ruin 
and  indigence  must  of  necessity  ensue  to 
her  death :  she  had  been  taught 

"  To  dress,  to  dance,  to  troll  the  wanton  eye  f 

but  intellectual  acquirements,  the  regu- 
lation of  the  temper,  the  principles  of  vir- 
tue and  religion,  these  had  been  wholly 
disregarded ;  every  thing  had  been  done 
for  effect  and  display — "  this  will  sound 
well — that  will  look  well,"  had  stood  in 
the  place  of  "  the  duty  to  God  and  our 
neighbour."  One  or  two  fruitless  attempts 
had  been  made,  one  or  two  men  had 
escaped  the  snare  into  which  the  unsus- 
pecting Raby  had  so  readily  fallen ;  sus- 
ceptible, romantic,  impetuous,  and  unre- 
flecting, the  situation  of  Mrs.  Albany, 
and  the  youth  and  unprotected  state  of 
her  daughter,  excited  those  strong  feelings 
of  compassion  in  his  bosom,  which  the 
dazzling  beauty  and  the  bewitching  soft- 
ness of  Clara  speedily  fanned  into  an  ar- 
dent 
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dent  and  soul-engrossing  passion.  Raby 
did  not  stay  to  calculate  on  consequences; 
he  did  not  give  himself  time  to  reflect  on 
the  flagrant  injustice  of  his  conduct  to- 
wards Agnes  ;  he  became  the  dupe  of  a 
mercenary  and  designing  girl. 

The  heart  of  Clara  Albany  had  no  share 
in  the  plot  which  had  been  laid  against 
him  ;  had  this  been  the  case,  indeed,  it  is 
more  than  probable  that  she  could  not 
have  performed  her  part  so  well ;  but  it 
would  be  equally  repugnant  to  my  feel- 
ings, and  those  of  my  readers,  for  me  to 
depict,  or  for  tliem  to  perusey  the  guilty 
history  which  followed.  Many  are  the 
Fairlands  of  the  day,  who,  under  the  shel- 
ter of  the  nuptial  tie,  as  chaperons  and 
sanctions  of  the  unwary,  tempt  them  to 
the  very  brink  of  destruction.  Many  are 
the  Sylvesters,  who  by  the  most  insidious 
and  the  most  alluring  arts,  will  pull  them 
down  the  black  abyss,  and  leave  them  to 
wretchedness  and  misery  for  ever.  Yet 
the  Fairlands  will  still  be  received  and 
H  6  caressed ; 
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caressed;  the  Sylvesters  will  be  courted 
and  lured — "  with  wanton  beck  and 
wreathed  smile ;"  and  the  story  of  Clara 
Albany  will  be  followed  by  the  stories  of 
many  others,  that  may  fill  up  a  leaf  in  such 
a  work  as  the  present ;  a  new  page  will  be 
turned  over,  and  all  be  forgotten. 

Mrs.  Fairland  had  no  suspicion  of  the 
fatal  lengths  to  which  a  passion  for  Sylves- 
ter had  drawn  Mrs.  Raby ;  she  had  seen 
quite  as  much  as  she  ought  to  see,  (much 
more  than  she  should  have  seen  without 
reproof),  and  she  was  glad  when  Clara  ab- 
sented herself  from  town,  as  she  became 
apprehensive  for  the  consequences  ;  "  and 
if  any  thing  reeve  to  occur,  (such  was  the 
language  of  Mrs.  Fairland),  colonel  Fair- 
land,  '  jealous  as  he  is  of  honour,  and 
seeking  the  bubble  reputation  even  at  the 
cannon's  mouth,'  might  not  like  to  have 
the  name  of  Ms  wife  involved  in  a  busi- 
ness of  such  notoriety  ;"  and  though  her 
conscience  quite  absolved  her  from  any 
share  in  the  affair,  yet  certain  it  was,  that 

through 
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through  her  means  Sylvester  had  been 
first  introduced  to  the  acquaintance  of 
Mrs.  Raby ;  not  that  there  was  any  thing 
to  disclaim  in  that,  for  it  was  considered 
a  feather  in  any  woman's  cap  to  rank  him 
amongst  her  intimates,  he  was  so  exactly 
the  ton,  and  his  manners  were  so  decidedly 
insinuating. 

How  easily  do  people  contrive  to  gloss 
over  and  extenuate  their  own  failings,  and 
throw  the  odium  upon  others  !  what  self- 
deceivers  are  they !  I  speak  of  them,  not  of 
myself,  in  such  instances  as  the  present ; 
though  the  arch  reader  will  probably  re- 
mind me  of  those  commodious  blinds  for 
my  windoxL'S,  with  which,  by  my  oxen  con- 
fession, I  had  been  accommodated  by  Mr. 
Prune. 

In  a  few  days  Mr.  Stanford  returned  to 
the  rectory ;  he  was  accompanied  by  Ra- 
by, whose  grief  had  suffered  no  abate- 
ment ;  but  it  had  not  assumed  that  com- 
plexion which  might  have  been  expected 
from  one  of  his  impassioned  and  enthu- 
siastic 
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siastic  temperament ;  it  had  a  more  regu- 
lar and  marked  character,  and  threatened 
to  be  more  lasting  in  its  effects.   After  the 
first  violent  and  frantic  paroxysms  of  it 
had  abated,  he  exhibited  no  more  starts  of 
wild  distraction,  but  a  settled  and  deeply- 
rooted  melancholy  was  apparent  in  every 
word  and  every  expression  that  was  drawn 
from  him ;  he  did  not  shun  Mr.  Stanford,, 
he  did   not  withdraw   himself  from  his 
conversation ;  he  seemed  to  listen  to  his 
consolatory  arguments,  but  he  listened  as 
one  whose  mind  was  absorbed,  and  whose 
whole  soul  was  withered  by  a  dark  and  in- 
curable sorrow.     No  ridiculous  punctilios, 
no  fantastic  scruples,  no  feminine  recollec- 
tions detained  my  good  mistress  with  me, 
when  she  heard  that  Raby  was  arrived  at 
the  rectory;  she  recognised  him  as   the 
Raby  of  her  early  years ;  he  was  all  that 
was  left  to  her  of  family  or  connections;  he 
had  been  the  affectionate  companion  of 
her   childhood ;  her  beloved  Anne   had 
shared  his  love  with  her ;  he  was  in  dis- 
tress, 
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tress,  in  affliction,  in  sorrow ;  it  was  her 
duty,  it  must  be  her  endeavour  to  console 
him,  to  administer  comfort  to  his  broken 
heart. 

Raby  received  her  with  mournful  plea- 
sure ;  he  eagerly  sought  an  opportunity  of 
drawing  her  apart  from  the  family,  to  talk 
to  her  of  his  lost  Clara,  to  bewail  her  un- 
timely fate,  to  speak  of  her  beauty,  her 
softness,  her  modesty,  her  virtue.  Raby 
had  dressed  up  the  idol  of  his  effervescent 
imagination  in  every  earthly  grace,  and  she 
still  appeared  before  his  mental  vision  the 
image  of  perfection ;  and  though  her  cor- 
poreal frame  was  now  mouldering  in  the 
tomb,  he  still  expatiated  with  fervid  elo- 
quence on  that  "  which  once  was  beauty, 
once  was  grace." 

Agnes  was  a  patient  hearer;  she  in- 
dulged him  by  walking  alone  with  him 
for  hours  together,  and  nursed  his  sick 
mind  with  the  most  gentle  tenderness ; 
and  while  her  feet  would  frequently  tread 
lightly  near  the  unconscious  witness  of  a 

mother's 
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mother's  shame,  she  did  not  turn  away  her  ear 
from  those  bitter  lamentations  which  Raby 
poured  out  for  the  loss  of  virtue  and  pu- 
rity, such  as  had  never  before  existed  in 
this  state  of  being.  To  some  persons  and 
to  some  minds,  such  continued  and  reite- 
rated panegyric  might  have  been  rather 
provoking,  and  knowing  it  to  be  so  im- 
properly bestowed,  might  have  worked  up 
a  feverish,  fitful,  female  spirit  in  the  breast; 
and  perhaps  I  was  never  so  proud  of  Miss 
Carey,  perhaps  I  had  never  so  much  rea- 
son  to  be  proud  of  her  as  at  this  sera,  when 
knowing  that  by  one  breath  she  could 
have  dissolved  the  vision  of  perfection 
upon  which  Raby  so  devotedly  expatiated, 
she  still  heard  him  with  that  placid,  that 
enduring,  that  sympathizing  silence,  which 
gave  a  saintlike  expression  to  her  counte- 
nance ;  it  was  an  expression  which  exhibit- 
ed, to  its  fullest  extent,  the  power  of  re- 
ligion upon  the  mind ;  the  theme  which 
never  wearied  Raby  never  seemed  to 
weary  her ;  and  for  three  whole  months 

her 
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her  days  were  spent  in  listening  to  his  un- 
availing retrospections  and  regrets. 

At  the  end  of  that  time,  his  leave  of  ab- 
sence being  expired,  Raby  departed  to 
join  his  regiment,  which  was  still  engaged 
in  the  Peninsula  war ;  the  eagerness  with 
which  he  looked  forwards  to  the  period 
when  he  was  to  set  off,  proved  that  his 
military  enthusiasm  had  suffered  no  abate- 
ment; and  Agnes  was  delighted  at  per- 
ceiving, that  in  the  duties  of  his  profes- 
sion he  had  yet  a  pursuit  which  would  in- 
terest his  mind.  For  myself,  I  must  say* 
I  was  not  sorry  when  Mr  Raby  was  gone; 
I  had  not  formed  any  very  high  idea  of  his 
stability ;  he  did  not  appear  to  have  been 
built  upon  my  plan;  and  I  did  not  like 
the  idea  of  losing  my  dear  mistress,  now 
that  I  had  just  regained  her,  now  that  she 
might  be  said  to  be  all  my  own.  The 
Stanfords  were  more  disinterested  than 
myself;  and  from  a  few  words  dropped  in 
my  vicinity  one  morning,  I  could  discover 
that   Mrs.  Stanford   suspected  that  Miss 

Carey 
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Carey  would  not  always  continue  Miss 
Carey ;  nor  always  reside  in  "  the  House 
that  Jack  built." 

Loud  crowed  the  cock  on  the  morning 
of  Raby's  departure  ;  Agnes  heard  it  from 
her  apartment;  she  had  taken  her  leave  of 
Raby  the  preceding  night.  I  now  saw  her 
lift  up  her  heart  in  a  fervent  prayer  for  his 
safety,  while  her  pillow  was  watered  by 
her  tears — For  "  hark,  the  cock  has  warned 
him  hence !"  I  could  have  seen  the  head 
of  the  noisy  bird  wrung  off  with  pleasure, 
for  awakening  my  mistress  at  so  unusual 
an  hour. 

"  But  this  was  the  cock  that  crow'd  in  the  morn> 

When  the  priest  all  shaven  and  sliorn, 

Married  the  man  all  tatter'd  and  torn, 

That  kissM  the  maiden  all  forlorn, 

That  milk'd  the  cow  with  the  crumpled  horn,. 

That  toss'd  the  little  dog  over  the  thorn, 

That  worried  the  cat, 

That  kill'd  the  rat, 

That  eat  the  malt, 

That  lay  in  the  House  that  Jack  built/' 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


'++**■■*+**  ■+*+*+* 


w  You  are  quite  wrong  in  your  conjec- 
ture," said  Agnes  one  day,  looking  at  Mrs, 
Stanford  with  an  expression  of  modest 
candour ;  "  you  will  believe  me  when  I 
say,  that  if  I  know  myself,  I  have  no  wish 
that  Raby  should  return  to  the  object  of 
his  first  attachment ;  it  is  not  that  I  en- 
tertain any  romantic  or  wire-spun  notions 
of  eternal  constancy,  or  those  visionary  ex- 
pectations which  are  not  to  be  realized  but 
in  the  pages  of  fiction.  Raby  has  been  a 
truant  to  me;  but  for  this  I  have  long 
forgiven  him  ;  I  have  never  been  a  truant 
to  him ;  my  feelings  towards  him  are  what 
they  were,  a  little  modified,  a  little  chast- 
ened, perhaps  a  little  tempered,  because 
they  have  been  subjugated  to  circum- 
stances 
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stances  and  to  reason,  and  have  been  con- 
trolled according  to  the  dictates  of  pro- 
priety." 

"  You  did  so  control  them,"  said  Mrs. 
Stanford. 

u  I  have,"  replied  Agnes,  smiling;  "  they 
are  now  under  that  control ;  they  will  not 
return  into  their  former  channel." 

Mrs.  Stanford  shook  her  head  and 
smiled. 

"  None  of  your  disbelieving  shakes, 
£or*e  of  your  incredulous  smjlps>  my  dear- 
est friend,"  said  Agnes ;  "  I  have  always 
been  the  firmly,  the  affectionately  at- 
tached friend  of  Henry  Raby ;  I  am  so 
still." 

"  I  knew  it,"  said  Mrs.  Stanford ;  "  I 
was  sure  of  it ;  you  speak  as  I  would  have 
you." 

"  Let  me  speak  on  then,"  replied  Ag- 
nes ;  "  hear  me  with  patience  this  once, 
and  then  away  with  the  subject  (as  far  as 
it  regards  myself)  for  ever !  for  you  will 
not  accuse  me  of  concealing  my  real  sen- 
timents 
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fiments  from  you.  From  the  defection  of 
Haby  I  certainly  suffered  considerable 
uneasiness,  but  it  was  the  proof  of  his  in- 
stability of  character  which  (if  I  know  my- 
self) affected  me  the  most;  his  behaviour 
in  his  married  life  was  distinguished  by 
the  most  tender  and  devoted  fondness  for 
poor  Clara ;  this  I  should  have  expected 
from  the  general  tenor  of  his  disposition ; 
with  added  years  and  experience,  I  had 
hoped  to  have  seen  more  strength  of  mind, 
and  more  consistency  of  conduct,  more 
firmness — what  shall  I  say  ?  Perhaps  that 
I  have  lived  too  long  by  myself;  but  it 
strikes  me  that  I  could  never  be  thorough- 
ly happy,  (remember  I  am  not  talking  of 
perfect  unalloyed  happiness) ;  let  me  say 
then  that  I  could  never,  be  thoroughly  set* 
i  is  fled  xtith  myself,  if  I  were  to  become- 
the  wife  of  a  man  whose  failings  were  so 
very  apparent  to  me  as  his  confessedly 
are :  when  I  first  listened  to  his  proposals, 
I  imagined  myself  necessary  to  his  happK 
Itess,  and  therefore  I  did  not  hesitate;  the 

faU 
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fallacy  of  this  idea  has  been  proved.  I 
have  studied  the  virtues  of  Raby  too,  dear 
friend,  and  wear  them  here  in  my  '  heart's 
core,"  said  she,  playfully  putting  her  hand 
on  her  side,  "  and  I  believe  I  may  say  I 
have  fairly  estimated  both  sides  of  the  pic- 
ture, when  I  tell  you,  that  if  I  could  not 
look  up  to  my  husband  as  to  my  supe- 
rior, I  fear  I  should  not  feel  happy,  I  fear 
I  should  not  feel  as  if  I  were  doing  my 
duty ;  I  must  have  a  confidence  in  his 
judgment,  a  perfect  reliance  on  his  under- 
standing, a  deference  for  his  opinion,  a 
trust  in  his  protection ;  in  fact — you  know 
what  I  mean,  for  you  have  all  in  Mr. 
Stanford ;  but  these  I  should  vainly  look 
for  in  Raby.  But  all  this  fine  declamation 
is  entirely  out  of  place;  your  friend  Agnes 
will  never  be  put  to  the  proof  of  her  sen- 
timents by  the  subject  of  them ;  he  will 
soon  transfer  his  ardent  affections  from 
their  dead  to  a  living  object,  whom  he  will 
love  with  as  much  enthusiasm  as  he  loved 
Clara.     But  as  his  impressions  are  sudden 

as 
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-as  they  are  fervent,  his  matrimonial  con- 
nection must  always  be  a  lottery ;  all  that 
I  pray  for  is,  that  he  may  draw  a  prize 
from  the  wheel  of  fortune." 

Miss  Carey's  explanations  had  been 
given  with  so  much  unreserve,  that  no- 
thing seemed  left  for  her  hearer  to  urge ; 
the  reference  to  Mr.  Stanford  had  indeed 
been  unanswerable.  Agnes  had  here  felt 
the  ground  on  which  she  trod;  for  she 
had  well  appreciated  the  fond  devotion  to 
his  superior  talents  and  virtues,  which 
characterized  the  deportment  of  his  faith- 
ful partner.  Mrs.  Stanford  had  too  much 
good  sense  and  delicacy  of  feeling,  to  en- 
deavour to  lead  back  the  conversation  to 
a  subject  which  Agnes  had  purposely  de- 
serted, and  matters  remained  as  I  have 
been  describing  them. 

The  letters  of  Raby  were  not  in  so  me- 
lancholy a  strain  as  Agnes  had  anticipated, 
and  I  had  the  satisfaction  of  perceiving 
that  she  gradually  regained  her  health  and 
spirits ;  and  I  could  also  observe,  that  she 

frequently 
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frequently  congratulated  herself  on  being 
escaped  from  the  bustle  and  turmoil  of  a 
foolish  and  frivolous  world,  and  on  being 
once  more  safely  lodged  with  me ;  while 
on  my  part,  I  felt  quite  comfortable  at  her 
being  once  again  under  my  auspices  ;  but 
I  believe  I  may  have  said  this  before  ;  in 
the  fulness  of  joy,  one  is  apt  to  be  garru- 
lous; and  I  avowed  myself  an  egotist  at 
the  commencement  of  my  undertaking. 
From  time  to  time,  little  anecdotes  reached 
us  of  Cheltenham,  and  with  some  of  them 
my  readers  may  probably  wish  to  be  ac- 
quainted. 

The  sudden  death  of  the  lovely  and 
blooming  Mrs,  Raby  caused  a  great  sen- 
sation at  that  place,  (ff.  B.  At  a  time 
when  all  sensation'  is  fled  from  the  object, 
this  word  can  never  be  more  fashionably 
applied).  Sylvester,  even  the  cold-hearted 
Sylvester,  felt  it ;  he  was  disappointed  too 
in  his  designs  upon  Miss  Carey,  and  her 
fortune,  for  he  had  no  doubt  of  Raby's 
•soon  returning  back  to  her,  and  of  forget- 
ting 
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ting  his  lost  wife  in  the  smiles  of  Agnes; 
so  would  Sylvester  have  done — the  blend- 
ed discontents  which  these  two  events 
had  occasioned  in  him  were  not  entirely 
divested  from  his  air  and  manner,  dissem- 
bler as  he  '  was  :  the  coast  seemed  now 
quite  open  to  Theresa  Olive,  and  so  well 
did  she  sooth  and  flatter,  and  so  well  did 
her  blandishments  succeed,  that  in  less 
than  a  fortnight  after  the  death  of  his  vic- 
tim Clara,  he  led  Theresa  to  the  hymeneal 
shrine,  and  the  delighted  girl  became  Mrs. 
Temple  Sylvester,  to  the  admiration  of  her 
mother,  the  envy  of  all  her  female  friends 
(Camilla  not  excepted),  and  the  intoxica- 
ting exultation  t)f  her  own  heart :  but 
though  Temple  Sylvester,  in  an  hour  of 
disappointment  and  pique,  had  taken  com- 
passion upon  Theresa,  he  had  no  kindred 
yearnings  towards  the  rest  of  the  family ; 
he  took  his  young  bride  immediately  off 
to  town,  and  Carrol  the  elder  and  Carrol 
the  younger,  mamma  and  Camilla,  were 
vol.  in.  i  obliged 
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obliged  to  take  a  French  leave  of  Chel- 
tenham, in  order  to  escape  from  the  dun- 
ning importunities  of  those  impertinent 
persons  called  creditors,  and  get  to  Ire- 
land, Retirement,  and  Conn  aught,  with  as 
much  of  temper  and  cheerfulness  as  they 
could  muster.  Little  Carrol  found  the 
greatest  stock  of  these  in  the  advantages 
which  his  health  derived  from  pure  air, 
and  the  free  use  of  his  limbs.  Papa 
swore,  and  lay  in  bed,  got  up,  and  drank 
claret;  mamma  fretted  and  fumed,  and 
chaffed  upon  the  bit,  and  looking  at  her 
husband,  declared  that  all  the  Irish  were 
savages ;  while  Camilla  hummed  over  the 
songs  which  she  had  heard  the  dear  sig- 
nor  sing,  and  at  every  cross  word  of  her 
mother,  threatened  to  go  in  quest  of  the 
il  divine  creature"  (oh  what  a  contradic- 
tion in  terms!)  all  over  the  world;  at  others 
she  would  cry  and  pout,  and  say  ■"  it  was 
very  hard  that  mamma  looked  out  Sylves- 
ter for  Resa's  husband,  and  brought  her  to 
die  in  that  wretched  place." 

Meanwhile 
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Meanwhile  Mr.  Temple  Sylvester  had 
discovered  his  mistake,  in  thinking  that 
because  Theresa  Olive  was  young,  she 
must  be  docile  and  tractable;  he  found 
her  quite  the  reverse,  as  obstinate  as  a 
mule,  and  a  very  fury  when  irritated ;  she 
leved  him  with  the  most  violent  and  pas- 
sionate fondness,  and  aware  of  his  pre- 
vious character  for  general  gallantry,  she 
was  jealous  of  the  slightest  attention  which 
he  bestowed  upon  another;  she  watched 
him  with  the  most  suspicious  and  scruti- 
nizing vigilance,  and  called  him  to  ac- 
count for  every  look,  and  word,  and  ac- 
tion ;  on  the  most  trifling  appearance  of  his 
slackening  attentions  towards  herself,  she 
gave  way  to  the  most  frantic  and  vehe- 
ment expressions  of  passion  ;  she  raved, 
tore  her  hair,  and  flew  at  him  with  wild 
fury,  not  sparing  of  blows  any  more  than 
words,  till,  spent  with  her  exertions,  and 
dreading  the  effects  of  her  own  violence, 
she  would  crouch  on  her  knees  before  him, 
I  2  and 
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and  humble  herself  in  the  dust  while  suing 
for  his  pardon.  It  seemed  as  if  all  the  in- 
juries he  had  heaped  on  the  sex  were  now 
revenged  on  Sylvester*  in  the  form  of  this 
apparently- trifling  child;  she  pursued  him 
like  his  shadow,  haunted  his  footsteps, 
crossed  his  path ;  and  though  he  daily 
threatened  to  separate  himself  for  ever 
from  her,  he  had  not  resolution  to  do  it, 
but .  became  daily  and  hourly  in  greater 
awe  of  this  baby  wife. 

Mrs.  Faiiiand  and  "  the  Desmond" 
staid  at  Cheltenham  as  long  as  they  could 
•find  novelty  in  the  place,  or  found  them- 
selves looked  at  as  novelties ;  Mrs*  Fair- 
land  had  never  fairly  realized  her  scheme 
of  pedestrian  entertainments  at  that  place ; 
indeed  she  found  that  the  public  had  so 
completely  forestalled  her,  that  the  amuse- 
ment was  become  quite  common  and  vul- 
gar. 

Doctor -,  the  sensible  and  judicious 

physician  who  had  been  called  in  to  the 

dying 
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dying  Mrs.  Raby,  was  one  morning  cur- 
prised  at  seeing  a  short,  fat  man  with  a 
fair  round  belly,  which  appeared  to  be 
"  with  good  capon  lined,"  ushered  into  his 
private  room.  To  prescribe  any  thing  but 
fasting  and  abstinence  to  such  a  patient, 
would  have  been  difficult ;  and  the  gen- 
tleman looked  as  if  it  would  be  difficult  for 
him  to  submit  to  such  a  prescription ;  but 
the  doctor  was  presently  undeceived  by 
the  following  address : — 

"  I  have  taken  the  liberty,  sir,  of  calling 
upon  you,  just  to  ask  one  question,  which 
if  you  will  be  so  good  as  to  answer  me,  I 
shall  be  much  obliged.  I  understand,  sirr 
that  you  attended  the  lady  who  lately 
died  in  this  place,  of  the  name  of  Raby, 
after  a  very  short  illness — only  a  few  hours, 
as  I  have  been  told.  Now,  sir,  as  it  is  a 
matter — as  it  is  a  thing  which,  I  may  say, 
I  am  rather  a  little  bit  interested  in,  will 
you  be  so  good  as  to  tell  me  at  once,  that 
is,  in  one  word,  if  you  think  her  death  was 
i  3  occasioned 
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occasioned- by  any  thing  which  she  made 
use  of — which  she  took  the  night — or  we 
will  say  the  day — or  may -be  the  day  or 
two  before  her  decease?" 

Doctor  was  at  a  loss  for  an  an- 
swer ;  he  had  not  breathed  a  hint  concern- 
ing the  cause  of  Mrs.  Raby's  death  to  any 
human  being  except  Miss  Carey  ;  he  was 
well  assured  of  her  inviolable  secrecy ;  he 
was  confident  that  not  a  single  individual 
amongst  Mrs.  Raby's  attendants  had  the 
slightest  suspicion  of  it.  Who  then  was 
this  strange-looking  questioner?  Was  it 
possible  that  he  was  the  person  of  whom 
the  unhappy  Mrs£  Raby  had  purchased 
the  fatal  potion  ?  He  believed  he  knew 
every  shop  in  Cheltenham  where  such  a 
drug  could  have  been  procured,  but  he  had 
not  the  smallest  recollection  of  the  indivi- 
dual before  him  ;  and  so  much  was  he  the 
reverse  of  the  apothecary  of  Romeo,  as 
depicted  by  the  great  poet  of  truth  and 
nature,  that  doctor  had  nearly  re- 
jected 


THE  REVEALEll  OF  SECRETS.       1?5 

jected  the  idea  when  he  answered — "  May 
I  request  your  name,  sir,  and  the  motive 
which  actuates  you  in  putting  this  singu- 
lar question  to  me  ?" 

"  My  name  is  Prune,  sir — Simon  Prune, 
at  your  service ;  well  known  in  Lunnon, 
sir,  and  in  Bishopsgate-street-Without ; 
though  I  say  it  that  should  not  say  it, 
1  Simon  Prune,  grocer,'  is  pretty  well 
known." 

"  A  grocer  !"  said  doctor ,  more  in 

the  dark  than  before. 

"  Yes,  sir,  a  grocer  when  in  Lunnon,  as 
I  say ;  a  gentleman  out  of  it — not  that 
I'm  ashamed  of  my  calling  anywhere,  for 
the  matter  of  that  I  have  a  little  proper- 
ty, sir,  down  here  in  Ghstershire — a  neat, 
snug  thing,  as  came  to  me  by  the  death  of  a 
kinsman ;  it  has  got  a  comical  name,  a 
sort  of  come-by-chance,  as  I  may  sa3^ ;  'tis 
called  *  the  House  that  Jack  built ;'  you 
have  heard  of  that  place,  sir,  I  make  no 
doubt." 

I  4  "  Oh, 
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"  Oh,  assuredly,  as  well  as  my  A  B  C.n 

"  Ha,  ha,  ha !"  wagging  his  fat  sides ; 
u  I  believe  there  is  scarcely  a  child  that 
hasn't  heard  of  it.  Well,  sir,  you  must 
know  that  this  here  house  that  we've  been 
talking  on  is  very  near  the  banks  of  the 
Severn,  sir — a  fine  river  I  assure  you,  sir ; 
for  may -be  gentlemen  in  your  line  have 
not  time  for  much  travelling.  /  have  tra- 
veiled  a  great  deal,  sir — I  went  to  Varvick 
once,  but  that's  nothing  to  the  point — 
there  is  very  fine  salmon  caught  in  the  Se- 
vern, sir." 

Doctor had  many  visits  to  make ; 

he  began  to  be  impatient  for  the  clcnou- 
ment — "  And  the  reason  of  your  calling 
on  me,  Mr.  Prune  ?" 

"  Why  yes,  sir,  I  am  coming  to  that ; 
you  must  know,  my  mind  is  not  quite  at 
ease  upon  a  certain  point." 

Doctor 's  suspicions  again  recurred 

in  their  full  force ;  he  was  turning  in  his 
mind  for  a  cautious  answer. 

Mr. 
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Mr.  Prune  proceeded — "  Have  you  any 
reason,  sir — for  I  like  to  come  to  the  point 
at  once ;  I  am  not  fond,  as  the  saying  is, 
of  multiplying  particulars — have  you  any 
suspicion  of  this  lady,  the  wife,  as  I  un- 
derstand, of  Henry  Raby,  Esq.  of  Raby- 
Hall,  Notts — I  say,  have  you  any  suspi- 
cions of  this  Mrs.  Raby  having  taken,, 
mademse,  or  perhaps  I  should  have  said 
eaten,  of  any  salmon  for  dinrier — or  sup- 
pose, by  way  of  saying  something,  we 
wrere  to  aid  pickled  salmon  for  supper,  oil 
the  day,  or  the  night,  preceding  her 
death  ?" 

*  Does  he  believe   that  the  fish  was 

poisoned  ?"  asked  doctor ,  mentally  ; 

but  he  answered — "  I  did  net  hear  of  any 
such  circumstance,  sir;  and  I  believe  I 
may  venture  to  aver  that  it  did  not  occur; 
but  once  again,  I  must  trouble  you  for  the 
reason  of  your  inquiry." 

"  Oh,  certainly,-  certainly,  sir ;  I  wish 

to  satisfy  myself  by  every  means  in  my 

i  &  power, 
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power,  whether  salmon  is,  or  is  not,  an 
vnzdiolesome  fish;  it  is  a  thing  of  some 
consequence  to  a  person  like  me,  who  is 
particularly  fond  of  it.  Now,  sir,  there 
are  different  opinions  upon  this  here  mat- 
ter; and  to  say  the  truth,  I  have  been 
often  staggered,  doubting  as  it  were  ; 
though  as  to  that,  I  must  do  myself  the 
justice  to  say,  /  never  found  any  ill  effects 
after  eating  it  myself;  but  near  my  estate 
down  here  in  Glostershire,  a  man  died 
some  time  ago,  and  the  medicals  said  it 
was  owing  to  a  surfeit  taken  from  eating 
salmon ;  and  it  might  have  been  so — I  will 
not  have  the  face  to  say  it  was  not  so;  but 
as  'twas  a  remarkable  circumstance,  and  as 
I  have  been  cautious  of  eating  this  fish 
since,  which,  to  say  the  truth,  is  a  favour- 
ite fish  of  mine — why,  when  I  heard  that 
this  here  lady  was  gone  off  all  of  a  sud- 
den, and  knowing  that  salmon  was  brought 
in  plenty  enoifgh  to  ChelVnam  market 
that  week — for  I  bought  some  of  it  myself — 

'  Wife/ 
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•- 

v  Wife,'  says  I,  *  I'll  find  out  doctor , 


and  ask  him  if  the  lady  had  eaten  salmon, 
because,  if  she  had,  'twill  amount  pretty 
near  to  a  proof;  and  in  that  case  I  shall 
be  almost  tempted  to  leave  off  the  fish  en- 
tirely, or  to  take  it  but  very  sparingly." 

Doctor was  much  relieved  by  this 

explanation,  the  fears  of  Mr.  Prune  were 
laid  to  rest,  and  with  many  thanks  he 
bustled  away,  purchasing  a  fine  fotfoiil 
as  he  passed  the  market,  and  returning 
home  with  it  in  triumph  to  tell  Mrs.  Prune 
the  beneficial  result  of  his  visit. 


1 6  CHAP- 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


>  -r  *■*■  rj-  +  j  +*■****■■*■+■■*+■*■ 


In  the  exercise  of  the  benevolent  feelings, 
in  the  enjoyment  of  an  unrestrained  and 
an  unshackled  intercourse  with  the  Stan- 
fords,  and  in  those  elegant  and  refined 
pursuits  which  formed  at  once  her  amuse- 
ment and  her  solace  from  the  cares  of  the 
world,  the  time  of  my  respected  mistress 
once  more  glided  rapidly  away ;  she  look- 
ed back  upon  her  past  life,  as  does  the  con- 
tented traveller,  who  having  accomplished 
one-half  of  his  journey,  is  thankful  for 
the  dangers  he  has  escaped,  and  being  se- 
cure in  a  present  asylum,  feels  his  heart 
dilate  with  pious  gratitude,  and  looks  for- 
ward with  hope  to  the  prospect  of  a  less 
wearisome  path  during  the  remainder  of 

his 
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his  pilgrimage.  The  misfortunes  of  Ag- 
nes Carey  had  not  chilled  her  heart;  it 
was  still  warm  and  vivid,  and  its  genial 
glow  was  diffused  on  all  around  her ;  she 
was  still  actively  useful  in  her  neighbour- 
hood, still  she  endeavoured  to  exemplify 
in  her  own  conduct  the  efficacy  of  those 
sacred  truths  which  she  recommended  to 
universal  adoption,  and  which  are  calcu- 
lated for  every  situation  in  life.  She  was 
still  the  friend  of  the  poor,  if  the  poor 
were  inclined  to  befriend  themselves  ;  but 
she  was  not  the  encourager  of  habitual  in- 
dolence, or  profligate  poverty ;  in  fact,  her 
charities  were  regulated  by  prudence  and 
common  sense,  and  her  whole  life  was 
guided  by  that  vitality  of  religion  which 
might  be  styled  the  pulse  of  her  exist- 
ence ;  but  it  was  not  the  maddening  and 
irregular  throb  of  delirious  and  fanatic  en- 
thusiasm— it  was  not  the  sleepy  and  heavy 
Ijeat  of  the  inert  and  sluggish  professor — it 
was  steady,  firm,  and  vigorous  in  its  move- 
ment— 
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ment — it  suffered  no  intermission,  it  re- 
quired  no  lowering,  it  wanted  no  stimulus 
— silent  and  uncontrolled,  it  pursued  the 
"  even  tenor  of  its  way,"  it  pointed  with 
never- varying  beat  towards  eternity. 

Many  however  were  the  anxious 
thoughts  which  Agnes  still  turned  to- 
wards Raby ;  knowing  how  grossly  he  had 
been  deceived  in  one  fatal,  never-to-be-for- 
gotten instance,  she  naturally  feared  a 
want  of  discrimination  in  his  future  con- 
duct :  but  his  letters  seemed  to  intimate. 
no  intention  of  changing  his  present  con- 
dition; all  his  remaining  enthusiasm  seem- 
ed to  be  now  thrown  into  the  lap  of  war, 
and  "  glory  and  honour"  was  his  sanguine 
motto.  Many  were  the  scenes  around  me 
which  were  connected  with  the  mysterious 
stranger  guest  of  Agnes,  and  which,  as  she 
revisited  them,  raised  painful  and  melan- 
choly associations  in  her  mind ;  but  it  was 
not  the  melancholy  which  is  allied  to  des- 
pondency— it  wTas  that  which  goes  hand-in- 
hand 
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hand   with   reflection,  and  which  makes- 
"  the  heart  better." 

It  was  in  the  mild  hour  of  twilight, 
when  "  silent,  sober"  eve  came  on,  that 
she  fancied  the  beatified  spirit  of  her  be- 
loved Anne  might  be  permitted  to  hover 
round  her,  and  to  encircle  the  pensive  path 
of  the  sister  whom  she  had  loved  on  earth 
with  the  halo  of  its  own  glory ;  in  the  pale 
light  of  the  moon,  or  under  the  canopy  of 
heaven  spangled  with  stars,  she  had  often 
mentally  apostrophized  it  in  the  beautiful 
line  of  the  poet — 

•*  Rejoicest  thou  in  golden- skirted  c'or.ds  r"'  &c. 

The  cottage  of  Griffiths,  on  the  banks 
of  the  Severn,  had  been  an  object  to  which 
Agnet  had  soon  bent  her  steps  after  her 
return  to  me ;  but  it  seemed  as  though  it 
had  felt  the  shock  of  that  devastation  and 
ruin  which  had  overwhelmed  the  unfor- 
tunate Clara ;    scarcely   a  vestige   of  the 

trim 
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trim  dwelling  of  dame  Griffiths  could 
now  be  traced  in  the  dismantled  hut.  No 
smoke  was  now  seen  issuing  in  curling, 
eddying  clouds  from  the  low  chimney,  and 
carried  by  the  wind  across  the  rapid  Se- 
vern ;  no  little  cur  gave  notice  of  the  ap- 
proach of  Agnes  by  its  familiar  bark ;  the 
gate  of  the  neglected  court  lay  broken  on 
the  rugged  pavement ;  the  woodbine  had 
been  torn  down,  its  tendrils  were  trailing' 
on  the  ground,  and  amidst  the  broken 
gate;  the  garden  was  a  wilderness,  the 
house  was  vacant,  dame  Griffiths  was  na 
more. 

Meanwhile  her  poor  hut 


Sank  to  decay 


-And  here,  my  friend, 


In  sickness  she  remained  \  and  here  she  died^ 
Last  human  tenant  of  these  ruined  walls. 

Wordsworth 

The  remains  of  dame  Griffiths  had  been 

kin 
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Iain  in  the  churchyard  of  Chizzle  during 
the  absence  of  Agnes,  and  while  Mrs.  Des- 
mond had  resided  under  my  roof.  The- 
death  of  the  poor  woman,  whose  influence 
over  her  husband  had  kept  him  under 
some  restraint,  was  succeeded  by  an  utter 
disregard  of  all  her  advice;  immersed  in 
habits  of  brutal  intemperance,  ferocious 
and  daring  in  his  nature,  a  sullen  and 
marked  apathy  seemed  now  to  have  taken 
possession  of  his  mind,  which  could  only 
be  stimulated  by  the  frequent  use  of  ar- 
dent spirits.  One  fatal  night  he  had 
turned  a  deaf  ear  to  all  the  expostulations 
and  entreaties  of  those  who  saw  him  em- 
bark to  return  home  from  the  opposite 
shore ;  he  had  been  following  his  occupa- 
tion at market,  and  having  sold 

his  commodities,  had  taken  more  than  his 
usual  share  of  intoxicating  and  maddening 
liquid.  To  the  well-meant  advice  and  re- 
monstrances of  those  who  wanted  him  to 
remain  on  shore  till  morning,  he  answered 

with 
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with  oaths  and  imprecations ;  he  put  off 
in  the  dusk  of  evening,  the  wind  blew 
high  towards  the  opposing  coast,  long 
time  he  buffetted  the  heaving  billows,  and 
tacked  and  tacked,  and  tried  to  make  the 
land;  a  sudden  squall  impelled  him  on 
with  frightful  violence,  a  wave  over- 
whelmed the  bark — "  hoarse  Severn"  still 
pursued  its  course ;  next  morn  the  boat 
was  discovered  on  the  shore  near  the  soli- 
tary cottage,  the  keel  upwards;  a  few 
paces  further  lay  the  body  of  Griffiths, 
the  victim  of  intemperate  rashness  !  This 
event  happened  within  the  short  space  of 
a  month  after  the  death  of  his  wife. 

The  Sunday  after  the  interment  of  his 
remains,  Mr.  Stanford  touched  upon  his 
awful  exit  from  the  pulpit — "  You  know, 
my  dear  Martha,"  said  the  good  rector  to 
his  partner,  "  that  I  am  by  no  means  an 
advocate  for  what  are  termed  funeral  ser- 
mons, and  that  in  general  I  am  very 
averse  to  preaching  one ;  for  when  they 

„     are 
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are  bespoken,  we  are  expected  to  bestow 
indiscriminate  praise  upon  the  dead,  per- 
haps at  the  expence  of  truth  and  con- 
science, or  to  rive  the  hearts  of  the  afflict- 
ed relatives  with  a  pathetic  exhibition  of 
that  distress  which  they  have  already  felt, 
and  which  it  is  their  duty  to  subdue.  Such 
discourses,  such  parade,  I  contemn ;  but  if 
persons  in  my  situation  were  to  seize 
upon  circumstances  like  the  preserft,  while 
they  are  yet  fresh  upon  the  minds  of  their 
parishioners,  and  point  out  the  evils  arising 
from  an  indulgence  in  those  vicious  grati- 
fications, and  a  neglect  of  those  duties 
which  led  to  such  a  catastrophe,  I  am  con- 
fident that  the  preacher  would  '  point  the 
moral'  with  effect  to  every  heart." 

My  readers  cannot  expect  much  inci- 
dent in  the  history  of  my  present  life ;  I 
had  met  with  marked  events  enough  to 
satisfy  myself,  and  I  was  now  experiencing 
that  *  peace  which  goodness  bosoms  ever'* 
— that  interregnum  which  was  very  pleas- 
ing 
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ing  arid  grateful  to  my  feelings.  One 
evening  Mr.  Stanford  called  upon  Miss 
Carey,  and  holding  a  letter  in  his  hand, 
he  said — "  You  have  always  expressed  so 
much  interest  for  our  young  protegee,  < 
Hammond,  that  I  am  come  to  read  you  a 
letter  which  I  have  just  received  from 
him." 

Miss  Carey  looked  her  thanks,  and 
without"  further  preface,  he  read  as  fol- 
lows :— « 


"  MY  DEAR  SIR, 

"  Let  me  thank  you  from  the 
bottom  of  my  heart  for  reconciling  me  to 
myself,  for  teaching  me  that  common  sense 
is  preferable  to  genius,  and  that  an  honest 
occupation  far  outweighs  desultory  and 
eccentric  speculation  in  the  grand  scale  of 
the  world.  I  have  realized  the  fable  of 
the  basket-maker.  Let  me  thank  you,  in 
the  next  place,  for  getting  me  a  decent 

maintenance; 
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maintenance ;  and  let  me  assure  you  that 
it  shall  be  my  constant  care  not  to  disgrace 
your  recommendation.  But  if  you  were 
to  know  what  pains  it  costs  me  to  subdue 
my  visionaiy  flights,  to  check  my  san- 
guine illusions,  and  to  bring  myself  down 
•to  regular,  systematic  habits — to  "  the  dull 
drudgery  of  office,"  you  would  allow  that 
I  am  deserving  of  some  encouragement 
even  from  you — you  who  know  all  my  er- 
rors. 

'  Oh  Lucifer,  star  of  the  morning,  hov/  art  thou  fatten  !' 

"  James  Hammond,  '  the  fine  frenzy  of 
the  poet  in  his  rolling  eye,5  as  Mr.  Des- 
mond would  say,  is  nozv  diumally  seat- 
ed on  a  high  seat,  in  the  centre  of  an  am- 
phitheatre of  urchins,  whom  he  is  instruct- 
ing in  the  alphabet.  I  can  scarcely  help 
laughing  when  I  think  of  it,  but  I  am  not 
ashamed  of  my  occupation — believe  me, 
sir,  I  am  not.    I  even  find  a  pleasure  in 

putting 
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putting  this  infantile  mechanism  into  mo- 
tion, in  teaching  the  *  young  idea  how 
to  shoot.'  And  if  I  meet  with  a  prema- 
ture bud  of  genius,  shall  I  seek  to  expand 
— to  draw  it  out?  Oh,  no,  no!  I  assure 
you.  I  look  at  myself,  I  remember  my 
own  misjudging  friends ;  and  lest  I  should 
seem  to  be  giving  it  any  undue  prefer- 
ence, I  am  in  danger  of  falling  into  an  op- 
posite extreme — though  I  cannot  help  ho- 
nouring the  first  dawnings  of  intellect, 
the  first  scintillations  of  mind.  But  lest  I 
should  seem  to  be  giving  any  undue  pre- 
ference, I  say,  I  call  up  the  first  stupid 
dunce  m  the  circle,  and  try  to  elevate  his 
numscull  pate  into  something  not  at  all 
fitted  for  the  fool's  cap,  which  ought  only 
to  grace  it,  Sylla  and  Charybdis,  you  will 
say — ah !  I  fear  I  am  still  the  creature  of 
impetuous  impulse;  and  though  I  have 
now  shackled  myself  into  form,  I  am  not 
a  changed,  only  an  altered  creature.  *  The 
mind,  the  mind ! — bear  witness,  earth  and 
r    '  heaven  P 
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heaven  !'  is  still  the  same,  free  as  the  air  it 
breathes  ;  still  does  it  take  excursive  flights 
of  fancy,  but  is  subject  to  those  whole- 
some restrictions  which  situation  imposes. 
But,  after  all,  is  there  any  thing  to  be 
wished  for  in  this  world  which  I  have  not? 
— food  and  raiment,  health  and  liberty  of 
thought. 

*  Mat:  wants  but  little  here  below, 
2    ne  waots  that  little  long.' 

"  I  am  not  afraid  of  trusting  you  and 
your  amiable  lady  with  this  unconnected 
display  of  myself,  for  you  have  seen  me  in 
all  my  wild  incoherencies,  and  have  been 
merciful  to  them.  There  is  something 
which  gives  an  alloy  to  every  dream  of  the 
poet,  which  chills  every  warm  vision  of 
hope  as  it  rises  before  me,  which  shades 
^very  picture.  I  have  still  a  sister,  but 
her  fate  is  unknown  to  me — nothing  has 
transpired  concerning  her.     I  have  heard 

from 
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from  my  brothers,  since  my  residence  at 
-this  place,  in  answer  to  a  letter  which  I 
wrote  them;  they  are  well,  happy,*  and 
industrious*  but  of  Rosa,  alas !  they  can 
tell  me  nothing — poor  misguided  girl, 
where  art  fhou?  Oh,  if  thou  hast  indeed 
forsaken  the  paths  of  vice,  if  thou  wouklst 
but  seek  a  brother's  protection  here,  here 
thou  shouldst  find  him !  But  vainly  am 
I  apostrophizing  upon  paper — she  hears 
not,  she  sees  not ;  these  lines  wTiil  never 
be  watered  by  the  tears  of  Rosa  Ham- 
mond!— Forgive  me, kind,  indulgentfriends 
— and  now  let  me  rejoice  your  truly-bene- 
volent hearts,  by  telling  you  that  your  re- 
commendation has  not  disgraced  you.  I 
feel  a  pride  (I  have  still  enough  of  that)  in 
telling  you  so  myself*;  1  give  satisfaction 
to  my  employers,  the  parents  are  pleased 
with  the  improvement  of  their  children, 
and  1  have  1  ad  an  offer  from  two  or  three, 
of  having  the'r  boys  rnder  my  immediate 
care,  in  order  that  they  may  be  instructed 
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in  those  superior  branches  of  education 
which  do  not  come  within  the  limitations 
of  a  national  school.  But  I  have  not  yet 
closed  with  these  offers,  for  my  domestic 
establishment,  of  myself  and  an  old  woman, 
will  not  admit  of  a  prompt  compliance 
with  them.  I  met  with  a  sentence  the 
other  day  which  ought  to  be  for  ever 
marked  on  the  tablet  of  my  mind,  and 
which:  I  will  here  transcribe ;  it  comes 
from  the  pen  of  that  severe,  but  great  and 
just  moralist,  doctor  Samuel  Johnson  ;  you 
will  recollect  it,  I  am  certain ;  how  appli- 
cable is  it  to  my  present  situation ! — 
"  Those  who,  in  confidence  of  superior  ca- 
pacities or  attainments,  disregard  the  com- 
mon maxims  of  life,  should  be  reminded, 
that  nothing  will  supply  the  want  of  pru- 
dence ;  and  that  negligence  and  irregula- 
rity, long  continued,  will  make  know- 
ledge useless,  wit  ridiculous,  and  genius 
contemptible." 

"•Adieu,  dear,  kind,  estimable  friends! 
voi,.  III.  K  still 
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still  think  of  me  with  charity,  still  be- 
lieve me 

Your  grateful  servant, 

James  Hammond. 

"  Pardon  this  farrago  of  egotism — my- 
self is  as  prominent  as  in  one  of  The 
Desmond's  epistles." 


My  readers  are  by  this  time  sufficiently 
acquainted  with  Miss  Carey  and  Mrs. 
Stanford,  to  imagine  the  conversation  and 
the  remarks -which  ensued  when  the  latter 
had  finished  reading  the  foregoing  letter. 
I  shall  not  therefore  detain  their  attention 
by  giving  the  particulars ;  but  I  recollect 
that  Mr.  Stanford  closed  the  subject  with 
these  words — "  You  are  interested  for 
Hammond  without  having  known  him ; 
had  you  once  seen  him,  I  am  sure  this  sen- 
timent would  have  been  much  heightened. 
I  never  saw  a  figure  which  was  more  stri- 
kingly 
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kingly  characteristic  of  the  mind ;  I  never 
met  with  manners  so  entirely  divested  of 
form  and  restraint,  so  purely  original ;  I 
never  saw  more  ingenuousness,  nor  less 
self-control.  But  you  see  he  is  mending 
apace  f  this  is  the  period  of  probation;  by- 
and-by  we  may  put  him  in  a  better  situa- 
tion; inured  to  the  task  of  education,  a 
day  may  come  when  he  may  pursue  it  in 
a  different  form,  and  distinguish  himself 
(for  he  is  eminently  capable  of  doing  so)  as 
the  instructor  of  youth ;  but  at  present 
we  must  be  contented  to  let  him  plod  on, 
abusing  the  genius, 'and  applauding  the 
dunce. 


CHAP- 
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CHAPTER  X- 


A  few  days  subsequent  to  the  receipt  of 
the  letter  from  Hammond,  as  Miss  Carey- 
was  busily  engaged  in  decorating  my  front, 
and  pruning  some  elegant  climbers  which 
she  had  trained  around  my  entrance,  she 
observed  a  female  of  an  appearance  above 
the  vulgar  class  of  society,  and  evidently 
not  a  resident  in  the  neighbourhood,  ap- 
proaching towards  her ;  the  slow  and  cau- 
tious step  of  the  stranger  seemed  to  be- 
tray a  doubt  of  the  reception  she  might 
encounter.  Ever  attentive  to  the  feelings 
of  others,  the  first  impelling  movement  of 
Miss  Carey's  mind  was  to  advance  towards 
her  ;  but  the  remembrance  of  the  unfortu- 
nate Clara  restrained  her,    and   she  was 

forcibly 
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forcibly  ri vetted  to  the  spot  where  she 
stood,  as  if  she  were  watching  the  slow 
movement  of  her  who  approached.  A 
large  plain  bonnet  of  black  silk,  which  was 
neither  new  nor  glossy,  entirely  shaded  her 
countenance  from  observation;  a  long 
wrapping  mantle  was  folded  round  a  form 
(which  had  risen  above  the  common 
height,  but  which  was  now  bent  in  de- 
pression towards  the  earth);  she  seemed  to 
hold  it  tightly  over  her  bosom.  The  colour 
of  saddest  green,  her  whole  air  and  appear- 
ance might  have  been  characterized  by  a 
painter  for  a  female  pilgrim ;  she  came 
closer  to  Agnes,  but  she  spoke  not;  a  heavy 
sigh  seemed  to  issue  from  the  deepest  re- 
cesses of  her  heart,  and  she  lifted  up  a 
sunken  eye,  a  quivering  lip,  a  faded,  but 
not  a  time-wrorn  countenance;  instantly 
on  meeting  the  eye  of  Agnes,  her  head 
was  again  bent  down,  while  in  faltering 
accents,  though  with  rapid  utterance,  she 
said — "  I  believe,  madam,  your  name  is 
Desmond  ?" 

k  3  Agnes 
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Agnes  replied  in  the  negative,  adding 
— "  The  lady  you  inquire  after  was  only  a 
temporary  inhabitant  of  this  place ;  she  has 
quitted  it  several  months." 

"  Not  here !  not  here !  where  then  is 

?"  She  stopped,  then  clasping  her 

hands  together,  she  said — "  Just  God !  ena- 
ble me  to  bear  it  P' 

She  again  turned  up  her  head  for  a  mo- 
ment, the  wild  flash  of  her  eye  seemed  to 
glare  on  every  window  in  my  front,  Ag- 
nes thought  (for  how  rapid  is  thought!)  to 
see  if  she  had  not  mistaken  the  house,  or 
perhaps,  with  a  lingering  hope  of  still  be- 
holding Mrs.  Desmond  at  one  of  the  win- 
dows ;  but  this  hope  was  fled,  and  with  it 
the  sense  and  recognition  of  the  feeble 
stranger,  who  sank  in  a  swoon  at  the  feet 
of  my  mistress.  My  doors  were  instantly 
opened,  the  servants  were  summoned,  and 
they  conveyed  the  lifeless  form  of  the  poor 
woman  into  the  house,  and  she  was  lain 
on  a  sofa  in  the  nearest  parlour  by  Miss 

Carey's 
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Carey's  orders ;  and  while  she  assisted  in 
applying  every  proper  restorative,  the 
scene  so  forcibly  reminded  her  of  Clara, 
that  her  emotions  could  not  be  restrained, 
and  the  fast-falling  tears  descended  in  tor- 
rents upon  the  object  of  her  present  solici- 
tude; but  struggling  against  the  indul- 
gence of  such  weakness,  Agnes  soon  suc- 
ceeded in  recovering  comparative  compo- 
sure of  mind,  though  she  found  it  impos- 
sible not  to  associate  the  two  incidents  in 
her  idea,  of  so  similar  a  complexion  as  the 
present  scene  and  her  first  interview  with 
Clara. 

"  Open  as  day  to  melting  charity/* 
generous  and  confiding,  yet  Agnes  had  too 
much  common  sense  about  her  to  become 
the  easy  and  credulous  victim  of  impos- 
ture; she  knew  that  the  story  of  Clara 
had  told  against  her ;  Mr.  Stanford  had  fre- 
quently and  good-humouredly  rallied  her 
on  the  'protection  which  she  had  extended 
to  a  fair  unknown  (as  he  termed  her),  in  a 
K  4-  way 
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way  which  proved  his  idea  of  the  charac- 
ter which  she  ought  to  have  held  in  so- 
ciety ;  and  though  that  character  had  sub- 
sequently been  traced'  in  marked  lines 
upon  the  heart  of  Agnes,  and  there  still  re- 
mained, never,  never  to  be  effaced,  yet 
she  was  aware  that  in  her  former  protec- 
tion of  an  utter  stranger,  she  might  have 
afforded  a  precedent  which  others  might 
endeavour  to  take  advantage  of.  In  the 
present  instance  there  was  certainly  no 
appearance  of  deceit  or  duplicity,  yet  she 
had  heard  too  much  of  the  art  and  cunning 
of  the  practised  mendicant,  not  to  doubt 
the  evidence  of  her  senses ;  and  surely 
such  it  was  to  doubt  that  lifeless  form, 
those  sealed  eyes,  those  pallid  lips  now 
closed  in  silence. 

While  still  hovering  over  that  extend- 
ed form,  and  the  feeble  pulse  alone  pro- 
claiming that  life  still  ebbed  near  the 
heart,  Agnes  had  sent  for  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Stanford;  their  attendance  was  immediate, 

and 
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and  they  arrived  just  at  the  period  when 
the  stranger  had  discovered  some  symp- 
toms of  returning  animation.  Agnes  re- 
ceived her  friends  in  another  apartment, 
and  communicated  the  incident  as  it  had 
occurred,  and  the  motives  which  had  im- 
pelled her  in  sending  for  them. — "  You 
will  believe,"  said  she,  "  that  my  purse  is 
still  open  to  the  unfortunate,  and  that  it 
is  not  because  I  was  once  suspected  of 
having  sheltered  an  undeserving  object — 
No  !  I  have  never,  never  regretted  that  I 
did  so !"  Here  painful  emotion  seemed  to 
shake  her  frame,  and  choke  her  utterance. 
"  It  is  not  because  I  may  have  been  taken 
in  (as  it  is  called)  once,  that  I  have  any  the 
least  hesitation  in  affording  my  utmost 
assistance  in  the  present  instance ;  but  as 
the  example  of  every  human  being  is  of 
some  importance,  and  as  mine  is  of  some 
consequence  to  the  interests  of  the  little 
community  in  which  I  am  placed,  it  is  not 
proper  that  I  should  appear  as  the  indiscri- 
k  5  minate 
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minate  and  thoughtless  protectress  of 
every  itinerant  adventuress  who  comes  to 
my  door  with  a  specious  exterior,  and  in  a 
picture  *:pie  habit.  Look  at  this  young 
woman,  my  dear  sir,"  said  she,  now  parti- 
cularly addressing  herself  to  Mr.  Stanford ; 
"  tell  me  what  you  think  of  her,  and  then 
direct  me  how  to  act.  It  appears  to  me 
that  feebleness,  fragility  like  hers,  cannot 
be  feigned;  and  if  she  be  what  she  seems, 
her  case  is  pitiable  in  the  extreme." 

The  female  servant  who  had  been  left 
at  the  side  of  the  poor  woman  now  came 
to  the  door  of  the  room,  to  say  that  the 
object  of  her  care  was  returned  to  sense 
and  animation,  that  she  had  spoken,  and 
had  even  expressed  an  intention  of  leav- 
ing the  house  immediately — "  But  that's  . 
a  moral  impossible" -said  the  girl,  "  for  she 
looks,  for  all  the  world,  like  a  corpse,  and 
I'm  sure  she  would  fall  down  upon  the 
ground  again  the  first  step  she  offered  for 
to  take." 

"  I  will 
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"  I  will  go  to  her,  and  for  the  present 
will  dispense  with  your  attendance,"  said 
Mr.  Stanford.  "  I  will  soon  return  again 
to  you,"  continued  he,  speaking  to  Agnes, 
(i  and  will  report  my  opinion." 

But  Mr.  Stanford  did  not  return  soon  ; 
he  was  absent  more  than  an  hour ;  while 
the  two  ladies  waited  for  him  with  anxious 
solicitude  r  his  step  was  slow  as  he  re-en- 
tered the  room,  his  countenance  was  par- 
ticularly serious,  his  eyes  bore  traces  of 
tears;  he  put  the  door  gently  together,, 
and  took  a  seat  before  he  spoke  a  word — 
"  I  have  witnessed  an  affecting  scene,"  said 
he;  "  the- poor  creature  is  much  recovered, 
however,  and  I  have  got  farmer  Leonard 
to  receive  her  into  his  house.  Mrs.  Leo- 
nard is  a  friendly  and  a  charitably-disposed 
wroman ;  and  as  she  has  no  chilcfren  of  her 
own,  she  will  be  better  able  to  attend  to 
this  child  of  misfortune;  she  has  a  nice, 
eh cerf ul,  airy  bedchamber  which  she  does 
not  use;  Bridget  Dawkins  will  be  the 
K  6  nurse. 
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nurse,  and  I  doubt  not,  but  that  in  a  short 
time  we  shall  see  the  object  of  our  pre- 
sent compassion  restored  to  a  comparative 
state  of  health." 

"  She  is  then  an  object  of  compassion  ?" 
said  Agnes,  eagerly. 

"  Of  the  greatest;'  replied  Mr.  Stan- 
ford. 

"  Then  why  remove  her,  sir?  why  pur- 
chase that  attendance  for  her  which  can  so 
easily  be  given  to  her  here?  why  send 
her  from  hence?  Surely,  dear  Mr.  Stan- 
ford, you  must  have  mistaken  my  mean- 
ing ;  surely  you  could  not  for  a  moment 
have  imagined " 

"  She  would  have  had  little  chance  of 
regaining  tranquillity  of  mind  in  this 
house,"  said  Mr.  Stanford,  looking  with  a 
serious  air  around  my  walls.  "  I  believe 
nothing  would  tempt  her  to  stay  here  an 
hour  longer ;  she  fears  to  meet  your  eye." 

"  You  deal  in  enigmas,"  said  Agnes, 
with  more  impetuosity  of  manner  than  I 

had 
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had  ever  observed  in  her  before;  while 
Mrs.  Stanford  looked  at  her  husband  al- 
most with  a  reproachful  expression  of 
countenance. 

"  You  shall  have  the  solution,  dear, 
warm-hearted  Miss  Carey,"  said  the  rec- 
tor, taking  her  hand.  "At  my  entrance  into 
the  room,  I  met  the  countenance  of  one 
whom  I  had  seen  (I  dare  not  say)  in  better 
days,  but  whose  striking  features  were 
well  remembered ;  though  bent  down  by 
mental  and  bodily  distress,  humbled  by 
sorrow  and  by  shame,  I  was  yet  confident 
that  I  recognised  the  countenance  of  one 
who  had  once  been  an  inhabitant  of  this 
house." 

Agnes  started  ;  she  was  lost  in  conjec- 
ture; she  had  not  the  least  clue  to  Mr. 
Stanford's  meaning. 

"  She  was  then  its  mistress,"  resumed 
he,  "  its  guilty  mistress,  the  mistress  of 
the  dissipated  Daring — Rosa  Hammcnd !" 

The  sudden  surprise  of  both  ladies  acted 
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as  an  electric  shock  upon  myself — and  had 
I  once  again  received  the  gay  Bell  Ran- 
dom under  my  protecting  roof — alas !  no 
longer  lgay — how  changed — how  care- 
worn— what  a  reverse  had  taken  place  ! 
no  longer  the  dissipated  Bell,  but  the  re- 
pentant Rosa. — "  She  recognised  me,"  pro- 
ceeded Mr.  Stanford,  "  and  her  eye  bent 
down,  as  it  had  heretofore  been  used  to  do 
at  meeting  mine.  In  the  hour  of  seeming 
hilarity  and  gay  unconcern,  I  had  several 
times  seen  her,  as  I  was  walking  about 
my  parish.  I  had  always  passed  her  with  a 
serious  and  an  unaverted  look,  which  she 
had  never  met  unmoved ;  her  countenance 
always  exhibited  the  outward  marks  of  an 
internal  sense  of  shame  and  degradation  ; 
and  though  I  had  never  ventured  to  ad- 
dress her,  knowing  by  melancholy  expe- 
rience the  contumely  and  bold  defiance 
with  which  persons  in  her  unhappy  situa- 
tion usually  receive  well-meant  advice, 
and  that  insult,  opprobrium,  and  mockery, 

are 
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are  the  return  which  it  meets  with  when  it 
is  offered  uncalled  for — knowing  this,  I 
say,  I  had  never  addressed  her  by  words ; 
yet  I  had  still  nursed  a  latent  hope  of  her 
seeing  the  error  of  her  ways,  and  return- 
ing to  the  paths  of  virtue — her  conscience 
was  blunted,  not  seared.  My  hope  is  real- 
ized ;  she  sank  upon  her  knees  before  me, 
she  almost  kissed  the  ground  at  my  feet. 
But  I  will  not  tear  your  hearts  by  a  recital 
of  her  distress ;  it  is  a  distress,  however,  to 
which  there  is  a  prospect  of  relief,  for  a 
source  of  comfort  is  still  open — an  abun- 
dant, a  never-failing  source  for  the  return- 
ing, contrite  penitent !  and  if  repentance, 
if  contrition,  were  ever  sincere,  surely  they 
are  so  here;  they  have  brought  forth 
fruits,  which  will,  I  doubt  not,  with  the 
blessing  of  God,  be  continually  ripening. 
She  gave  me  a  short  history  of  her  life,  in- 
terrupted very  often  by  weakness,  and  by 
tears  of  sorrow ;  she  voluntarily  relin- 
quished the  protection  (as  it  is  called)  of 

Daring, 
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Daring,  and  sought  a  means  of  subsist- 
ence for  herself  in  the  execution  of  fine 
needle- work  ;  her  difficulties,  her  depriva- 
tions, and  her  hardships,  were  great ;  but 
when  reduced  to  the  very  lowest  ebb  of 
poverty,  she  had  courage  to  meet  the  near 
approach  of  famine,  rather  than  to  return 
again  to  her  former  guilty  course  of  life. 
She  was  unrelaxed  in  her  efforts  to  disco- 
ver her  brother ;  but  to  every  inquiry 
after  him,  disappointment  had  succeeded, 
till  at  length,  through  what  appeared  acci- 
dent, she  obtained  a  direction  to  the  book- 
seller who  had  recommended  him  to  Mrs. 
Desmond,  and,  through  that  gentleman, 
was  furnished  with  an  address  to  him  at 
tills  house.  She  now  determined  on  taking 
a  journey  to  this  place,  in  order  to  see  her 
brother,  to  confess  her  faults  to  him,  to 
announce  her  change  of  mind,  and  to  be- 
seech his  assistance  and  advice  with  regard 
to  her  future  conduct — '  A  letter,'  thought 
she,  *  will  not  work  upon  his  feelings ;  he 

will 
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will  remember  my  shame,  he  will  remem- 
ber the  disgrace  I  have  attached  to  the 
name  of  Hammond ;  but  his  heart  will  not 
soften  towards  me.  If  he  were  to  see  me — 
if  his  eye  were  to  glance  on  the  altered 
countenance  of  his  once-loved  Rosa — oh  ! 
I  know  that  he  would  still  be  a  brother  P 
A  considerable  time  elapsed,  however,  be- 
fore she  could  put  this  design  into  execu- 
tion ;  it  was  necessary  to  get  a  little  money 
in  order  to  accomplish  her  journey,  and 
that  which  she  could  lay  by  from  her 
weekly  earnings,  after  the  most  scrupulous 
frugality,  was  so  very  trifling,  that,  of  ne- 
cessity, much  delay  was  occasioned  from 
the  projection  to  the  commencement  of  her 
undertaking. 

"  At  length  she  set  out,  concealing 
herself  from  observation  in  the  most  re- 
tired and  unattractive  habit.  She  left 
London  on  the  outside  of  one  of  the  stage- 
coaches, which,  through  the  negligence  of 
the  coachman,  was  overturned  ere  it  had 

proceeded 
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proceeded  thirty  miles,  and  Rosa  was  so 
much  bruised  as  to  be  obliged  to  remain 
three  days  at  an  inn  upon  the  road.  During 
that  melancholy  interim  her  little  hoard 
of  money  had  gradually  disappeared ;  and 
when  she  again  rose  from  the  sickbed,  en- 
feebled in  body,  and  depressed  in  spirit, 
she  found  it  would  be  necessary  to  pursue 
the  remainder  of  her  travel  on  foot,  and 
to  depend  for  subsistence  on  the  chance 
benefaction  of  the  passing  stranger.  That 
eye  which  had  once  danced  in  the  full 
tide  of  affluence  now  lifted  its  imploring 
lid  to  ask  an  alms ;  those  limbs  which  had 
been  used  to  repose  upon  a  couch  of 'down 
were  now  in  quest  of  a  night's  lodging. 
But  Hammond  was  the  impelling  star  of 
her  course,  and  with  this  hope  in  view  she 
came  here.  You  may  guess  the  opposing 
sensations,  the  torturing  recollections,  which 
overwhelmed  her  when  she  heard  that  her 
journey  had  been  taken  in  vain :  such  a 
revulsion  of  feeling  was  too  great  to  be 
borne." 

Mr. 
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Mr.  Stanford  paused;  the  silence  was 
not  interrupted  by  the  ladies,  for  so  deeply 
had  they  been  impressed  by  his  narration, 
that  words  were  denied  to  them. 

"  How  great  is  the  mercy  of  God !"  re- 
sumed Mr.  Stanford,  "  and  how  providen- 
tial was  the  determination  of  Rosa  in 
coming  here  !  you  both  see  it  with  me, 
together  with  the  agreeable  and  beneficial 
contingencies  which  will  ensue.  All  that 
is  novo  required  for  her  is  quiet,  and  good 
nursing  for  the  body,  wholesome  nutri- 
ment for  the  mind ;  all  these,  I  hope,  I  may 
insure  to  her,  with  the  assistance  of  my 
two  coadjutors,  Mrs.  Leonard  and  Bridget 
Dawkins.  Don't  be  jealous,  good  ladies; 
but  a  line  of  demarcation  should  be  drawn 
between  the  virtuous  female,  and  one  in 
the  situation  of  poor  Rosa ;  if  she  could 
not  receive  the  assistance  she  wanted  with- 
out your  personal  interference,  I  am  sure  I 
would  not,  for  the  world,  be  instrumental 
in  withholding  it ;  but  as  this  is  not  the 

case. 
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case,  we  must  remember  our  different 
situations  in  society,  and  our  several  du- 
ties ;  something  too  we  owe  ourselves." 

"  Something  to  the  feelings  of  the  poor 
girl,"  interposed  Mrs.  Stanford. 

48  Very  right,  my  love.  I  am  sure  these 
would  be  very  painful  and  distressing  at 
the  sight  of  you  ;  every  look,  every  ex- 
pression of  yours  would  remind  her  of  her 
own  unworthiness ;  but  this  will  not  be 
the  case  with  Mrs.  Leonard  and  old  Brid- 
get ;  they  will  be  in  a  less  imposing  situa- 
tion, and  she  will  not  feel  humbled  at  re- 
ceiving assistance  from  them,  while  they 
are  nursing  her  into  health.  I  must  write 
to  Hammond,  in  order  to  announce  the 
joyful  intelligence  of  her  restoration — her 
double  restoration  to  him  and  to  herself; 
his  quick  feelings  will  undergo  a  trial,  for 
he  will  be  wanting  to  set  off  to  her  on  the 
instant ;  but  this  I  shall  absolutely  forbid, 
though  I  shall  promise  to  send  Rosa  to  him 
as  soon  as  she  is  sufficiently  recovered  to 
travel." 

88  And 
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"  And  he  wanted  an  assistant  in  his  do- 
mestic economy,"  said  Mrs.  Stanford,  her 
eyes  sparkling  with  satisfaction. 

"  And  he  shall  have  one,"  returned  her 
liusband — "  one  who  will  be  likely  to  be 
-active  in  her  exertions,  thankful  for  his 
kindness,  grateful  for  his  legitimate  pro- 
t  cation;  the  brother  and  sister  will  be  mu- 
tually benefited,  and  I  trust  mutually 
happy." 

Reader,  suppose  this  done,  as  well  as 
said — suppose  the  light  cart  of  farmer 
Leonard  fitted  up  for  the  conveyance  of 
Rosa — suppose  the  farmer  himself ^terf 
out  as  her  charioteer — suppose  the  blessing 
of  the  worthy  rector,  as  he  assisted  the 
sobbing,  thankful  child  of  his  pity  into  the 
vehicle — suppose  the  useful  presents  with 
which  his  lady  and  Miss  Carey  had 
lined  it — suppose  the  latter  waving  her 
white  arm  to  the  farmer  as  he  passed  my 
side. 

«  For 
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li  For  this  was  the  farmer  that  owned  the  cock, 

That  crow'd  in  the  morn, 

When  the  priest,  all  shaven  and  shorn, 

.Married  the  man,  all  tatter'd  and  torn, 

That  kiss'd  the  maiden,  all  forlorn, 

That  milk'd  the  cow  with  the  crumpled  horn. 

That  toss'd  the  little  dog  over  the  thorn, 

That  worried  the  cat, 

That  kill'd  the  rat, 

That  eat  the  malt, 

That  lay  in  the  House  that  Jack  built?' 


CONCLUSION. 

Here  ends  the  House  that  Jack  built. 

House. 
"  And  now  what  remarks  do  I  hear 
upon  my  construction,  my  form,  and  my 
materials  ?" 

First 
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First  Critic,  quoting  from  Burns. 

u  Fine  architecture,  trowth,  I  needs  must  say't  o't! 
The.L — d  be  th;mkit  that  we've  tint  the  gate  o't! 
Gaunt,  ghastly,  ghaist-ulluring  edifices, 
Hanging  with  threat'ning,  just  like  precipices, 
O'er  arching,  mouldy,  gloom-inspiring  coves, 
Supporting  roofs,  fantastic,  stony  groves : 
Windows  and  doors  in  nameless  sculptures  drest, 
With  order,  symmetry,  or  taste  unblest; 
Forms  like  some  bedlam  atatuary's  dream, 
The  craz'd  creations  of  misguided  whim; 
Forms  might  be  worshipp'd  on  the  bended  knee,         "\ 
And  still  the  second  dread  command  be  free,  \ 

Their  likeness  is  not  found  on  earth,  in  air,  or  sea ;         j 
Mansions  that  would  disgrace  the  building  taste 
Of  any  mason,  reptile,  bird,  or  beast, 
Fit  only  for  a  doited,  maukish  race, 
Or  frosty  maids  forsworn  the  dear  embrace, 
Or  cuifs  of  later  times,  wha  held  the  notion, 
TLit  sullen  gloom  was  sterling,  true  devotion  : 
Fancies  that  our  good  brugh  denies  protection, 
And  soon  may  they  expire,  unblest  with  resurrection  !" 

Second 
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Second  Critic, 

"  The  House  that  Jack  built! — how  very 
ridiculous  to  build  upon  such  an  old  foun- 
dation /" 

First  Critic. 

"  And  then  such  a  jumble  of  story 
upon  story !  no  form,  no  proportion,  no. 
order  /" 

Second  Critic. 
"  Order !  No — that  is  out  of  the  ques- 
tion; it  has   neither  base,  shaft,   or  ca- 
pital" 

First  Critic. 
"  Enough  of  the  first  perhaps  ;  but  as 
to  the  two  latter,  I  grant  you " 

Second  Critic. 
"  Any  thing  but  classic." 

First 
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First  Critic. 
"  Too  commonplace  to  be  Gothic." 

Second  Critic. 
u  Not  picturesque  enough  for  rustic" 

First  Critic. 
"  And  the  parts  so  disproportioned,  out 
of  all  reason ;  some  are  so  very  low,  and 
others  are  in  the  clouds." 

Second  Critic. 
"  An  abundance  of  sleeping  room.* 

First  Critic. 
*'  Oh  yes  !  every  story  will  do  for  that.'* 

Second  Critic. 
"  Any  child  could  have  built  a  better 
house  with  cards" 

House. 

M  Then  it  was  certainly  foolish  to  at- 
tempt one  upon  paper;  but  you  critics 
have  this    advantage;    the  same   breath 

vol.  in.  L  which 
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which  destroys  the  card  house  can  blow 
down  the  paper  edifice — the  breath  of 
ill-natured  spleen  F 

First  Critic. 
*  Oh,  pray  let  the  poor  babies  enjoy 
their  playthings  for  a  short  time,  I  beg  of 
you." 

House. 
"  The  poor  babies  have    had   their 
little  hour  of  bliss;    and  now  demolish 
if  you  will — '   leave   not    a  wreck   be- 
hind." 

Second  Critic,  throwing  down  the  "  House 
that  Jack  built" 
"  Hey,  presto,  be  gone !" 

Reader,  the  "  House  that  Jack  built"  is 
once  more  consigned  to  oblivion. 


FINIS. 
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